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RECOMMENDATORY POEMS. 



T O 

Mr. JOHN HUGHES, 

OK HIS POEM, ENTITLED, 

THE TRIUMPH OF PEACE. 

T NSPIR'D by what melodious Hughes has fung f 
-* I'll tune a lyre, that long has lain unfitting : 
AwakM from drowfy .iloth, and foothing reft, 
Poetic tranfports fire my raviuYd bread ! 

What pleafure muft retiring Drydcn find, 
To fee that art his flcilful Mufe renVd, 
So much improved by thofe he leaves behind ! 
So when a father fees a careful fon 
Enlarge thofe coffers, which were firft his own, 
With joy to heaven he lifts his aged eyes, 10 

Blefleff his profperous heir, and calmly dies. 

May all your fortune, like your numbers, fhine, 
And fmoothly flow, without one rugged line ! 
Till we confefs the genius is the fame, 
That guides your fortune, and poetic flame. 15 

So when of old fome fportive amorous god 
Vouchfaf d awhile to leave his bleft abode, 
In whatfoever form the gueft appeared, 
His heavenly luftre flione, and was rever'd. 

Catharine- Hall, W. Worts. 

Cambridge. February, 1697. 

Bs T« 
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To the Memory of Mr. HUGHES. 
BY MISS JUDI TM COWPER \ 
OUND Hucftes's bumble, though diftinguifliM 



R 



urn, 

The Mufes, wreath'd with baleful cyprefs, mourn j 
In every face a deep diflrefs appears, 
Each eye o'erflows with tributary tears ; 
Such was the fcene, when, by the gods required, 5 
Majeftic Homer from the world retired : 
Such grief the Nine o'er Maro's tomb beftow'd; 
And tears like thefe for Addifon late flow'd. 

Snatch'd from the earth, above its trifling praiie, 
Thee, Hughes, to happier climes thy fate conveys j 10 
Eas'd of its load, thy gentle fpirit roves, 
Through realms refulgent, and celeftial groves 5 
The toils of life, the -pangs of death, are o'er, 
And care, and pain, and ficknefs, are no more. 
O may the fpot that holds thy blelr remains, 1 5 

(The nobleftipoil earth's fpacious bread contains,) 
Its tribute pay > may rioheft flowers around, 
Spring lightly forth, and mark the facred ground j 
There may thy bays its fliady honours fpread, 
And o'er thy urn eternal odours died j %p 

Immortal 

* Daughter of Judge Cowper, afterwards married 
to Col. Martin Madan, author of the Progrefs of 
Poetry, Sec: and'ftill living, an ornament to her frx 
and age. Another of her compofitions is perfixed to 
the Poems of Mr. Pope. N. 
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TO TOE MEMORY OF MR. HtTGHES. s 

Immortal as tby fame, and veriifc, frill grow, 
Till thofe maU ceafe to live, and Theme* to flow; 

Nature fubdued foretold the great decline, 
And ertry heart was plung'd in grief, but thine j 
Thy foul, ferene, the conflict did maintain, 25 

And ttae'd the pUantom death, m years of pain j 
Not years of paki thy fteady mind alarmed, 
By judgment ftrengthen^d, an<d with virtue arai'd ; 
Still like thyfelf, when finking life ebb'd low, 
Nor rafhly dar'd, nor meanly fear'd the bJowj 36 
Loofe to the world, of every grace pofteft* 
Greatly reftgnM, thou fought'ft the fhamger, REST : 
Firm as hi* fate, fo thy own Phocyas dy'd* 
While-tbe barh'd vh>« trembled in his ftde. 
Drawn by thy pen* the theory we fee $ 35 

The practic part, too (00a ! beheld in thee. 

Who now (hall ftuke the lyre with {kill diviaaq, 
Who to harmonious founds * harmonious numbers join { 
Who the rapacioua tide of vice control, 
A»d, while, they charm the kofe, reform the lout ! 40 
In whom the lovely fiiler-arts unite, 
With virtvt, fohd fcnfe, and boundlefs wit ? 
Such was tht torn of thy exafted mind, 
Sparkling at poliuYd gem*, as pureA gold reftn'd. 

Great Ruler of our pafions ! who with art 45 

Subdued the fierce, and warm'd the frozen heart, . 
Fid glory in our breads with temper beat, 
And valour, fepcratt from feverifh heat, 

B j Lov> 

* Opera of Catypfo and Ttlemachui. 
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TO THE 

MEMORY OF MR. HUGHES. 

j^k LOST too early ! and too lately known ! 
^^ My love's intended marks receive in one j 
Where, new to eafe, and recent from thy pain?, 
With ampler }oy thou tread'ft the blifsful plains : 
If there, regardful of the ways of men, 5 

Thou feeft with pity, what thou once haft been, 
O gentle Jhade ! accept this humble verfe, 
Amidft the meaner honours of thy hearfe. 

How does thy Phocyas warm Britannia's youth, 
In arms to glory, and in love to truth ! 10 

Oh ! if the Mule of future aught prefoge, 
Thefe feeds dull ripen in the coning age 5 
Then youths, renown's! for many a field w«U-fo«gltr, 
Shall own the glorious kffous then haft taught j 
Honour's drift laws mall reign in every mind, , 15 
And every Phocyas his Eudecia find. 

! yet be this the loweft of thy fane, 
To form the hero, and inftruA the dame $ 

1 fee the chriftiaa, friend, relation, foo, 

Burn for the glorious courfc that thou baft run. *• 

If aught we owe thy pencil, or thy lyre, 

Of manly ftrokes, or of fuperior fire, 

How muft thy Mufe be ever own'd divine, 

And in the facred lift unrivaTd mine ! 

Nor joyous health was thine, nor downy eafe 5 15 

To thee forbidden was the foft recefs 3 

Worn 



TO THE MEMORY OF MR. H0GHE5. o 

Worn with difeafe, and never* ceafing pain, 
How firmly did, thy foul her feat maintain ! 
Early thy ficfe the mortal maft receiv'd, 
All, but the wounded hero, law and griev'd. j«r 

No fenfe of fmart, no artguim, co«W control, 
Or turn the generous ptirpofe of his foul. 
Witnefs ye nobler arts, by heaven deftgn*d 
To charm the fenfes, and improve the mind, 
How through your mazes, with inceflant toil, 35 
He urg'd his way to reap th* immortal fpeil ! 
-So fabled Orpheus tun'd his potent fong, 
Deaths circling (hades and Stygian glooms among. 

Of thy great labours this, the teflr* and chief, 
. At once demands our wonder, am* our grief; 40 
Thy foul in clouded majefty till now, 
Its fin i ASM beauties did but partly (bow, 
Wondering we faw difcloVd the ample fare, 
Griev'd in that inftant, to expeft no more. 

So in the evening of fome doubtful day, 44 

And clouds divided with a mingled ray, 

Haply the golden fun unveils his light, 

And his whole glories fpreads at once to fight 5 

Th* enlivened world look up with gladfome chcar, 

Blefs the gay fcene, nor heed the night fo near 5 50 

Sudden, the lucent orb drops fwiftly down 

.Through weftern ikies, to mine in worlds unknown. 

March a 8, 1720. 

Wm. Cowper. 

FROM 
* The Siege of Damafcut. 
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Led pn by thete, thofe # flowery paths I view, 
For ever lovely, and for ever new, 30 

Where all the Graces with joint force engage, 
To ftem th 1 impetuous follies of the age : 
Virtue, there dtck'd in ever-blooming charms, 
With fuch refiftlefs rays of beauty warms. 
That Vice, abaftYd, confounded, flculks away, 3,5 
As night retires at dawn of rofy day. 

Struck with his guilt, the hardy A the J ft dreads 
Approaching fate, and trembles as he reads : 
Vanquiflfd by reafon, yet afiianVd to fly, 
He dares not own a God, nor yet deny : 40 

Convinced, though late, forgivenefs he implores j 
Shrinks from the jaws of hell, and heaven adores. 

Hither the wild, the frolick, and the gay, 
As thoughtlefs through their wanton rounds they ftray, 
• t'ompelPd by fame, repair with curious eye, 45 

And their own various forms with wonder Ipy. 
The cenfor fo polite, £b kmdry true, 
They fee their faults, and ficken at the view. 
Hence trifling Damon ceafes to be vain $ 
And Cloe fcorns to give her lover pain : 50 

Strephon is true, who ne'er was true before j 
And Caelia bids him love, but not adore. 

■ Though Addison and Steele the honour claim, 
Here to ftand foremoft on the lift of fame ; 
Yet dill the traces of thy hand we fee, 55 

Some of the brighter! thoughts are due to thee. 

Wh! 

• Alluding to the Spectators written by Mr, Hughes. 



TO THE MEMORY OP MR. HUGHES. i$ 

While then for thole illuftrious bards we mourn, 
The Mufe frail vifit fhy DiSTMiGViwCo w* j 
With copious tears bedew the ftaed ground. 
And plant the never-fading bay around. 4o 

Here through the gloom, afpiring bards explore 
Thefe awful relicfcs, and be vain no more : 
Learning, and wit, and fameitfelf muft die $ 
Virtue alone can towering reach the flcy. 
This crown'd his life. Admire not, heaven in view, 56 
He to the glorious prize with tranfport flew. 
A fate fo bleft fhould check our ftreaming woe, 
He reigns above, his wotks furvive below. 

J. Bunce, 

Late of Trinity-Hall, 
Cambridge* 
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IN MEMORIAM VIM CLARISSIMI 

JOHANNIS HUGHES. 
£\ C C I D I T beu nimium fato fublatus acerbo, 
^^ Occidit Aonidum decus illc dolorquc fororum ! 
Quae te, magne, tuis rapuit fors afpera, vates ? 
Quo fugis, ah ! noftras nunquam rediturus in oras I 
En I tibi ferali crinem cinxere cupreflb, e, 

Et circum cineres Parnaflia numina lugent. 
Ipfa tuam flet adhuc, flebitque Britannia mortem : 
Te patria expofcit, foecundaque criminis aetas. 
Non tua te pietas, non Candida vita, nee artet 
Ingenuae, duro juvenem eripuere fepulchro ! 10 

Sed tibi mors longos nequicquam inviderit annos, 
Dam maneant clarae monumenta perennia famae, 
Dircaeufque volet fuperas fuus ales in auras. 
* Spernis trita fonans plectrum, tenuifque camcenae 
Haud petis auxilium : terris te plena reli&is 15 

Mens rapit impavidum, ccelique per ardua ducit. 
Jam procul ex oculis gentes & regna recedunt j 
Jam tellus perit, & punctum vix cernitur orbis. 
At vos, immenfi placidiffima lumina mundi, 
Sol, Luna, aeterno meritas O ! pangite laudes 20 

Au&ori dominoque ; fuis concufla tremifcat 
Sedibus, & magnum agnofcat Natura Parentem, 
Dum vates arcana, parum fententia vulgi 
Ut (let follicitus, fublimi carmine pandit 1 
Qualis verborum pompa ( ut ruit ore profundo a$ 
Fervidus, ingenii caleat cum Spiritus ingens ! 

Nee 
• Haw:, & proxima alludunt ad fublimia ilia an- 
ris noftri Poemata, quibus Tituli, Hymnvs ad 
EATORBM MUNDI, fc EcsTfeSIS. 



TO THE MEMORY OF MR. HUGHES, i^ 

Nee minor incedis, tragico indignufive cothurao. 
Dum tiius Arabicos Phocyas ruit acer in hoftes, 
Quis non sequalis toto Tub pe&ore flammas 
Concipit, 8c ftmili laudis fervefcit amore 1 * 30 

O .quaiis lingua? divina potentia 1 -quali 
Arte trahis faciles animos 5 feu pe&ora flefti 
Dura jubes, & pulchra? acuis virtutis honore ; 
Sire intus placidos Eudocia concitet ignes 5 
Ah nimium, nimium infelix Eudocia I quern non 35 
Sors tua iacva movet ? madidi veftigal ocelli 
Quis neget ? infauftos quis non depjoret amores ? 
O Temper damnata pati fata afpera virtus ! 
At tibi quis fenfiis, quae mens, Eudocia, cum jam 
Extrahit infixam Phocyas tua flamma fagittam, 40 
Securus fatj, vitamque ex vulnere fundit ? 
Quis fatis ingenium comis miretur Abudae ? 
Quam piger ad poenas, miferumque benignus in hof- 

tem! 
Exemplar vel Chriftiadis imitabile, mores 
Digni etiam meliore fide I O quam, nube remota 45 
Erroris, tanti eniteant pietatis honores ! 

Sed quid ego plura hie laudare nitentia pergam ? 
Tota nitet, pulchro tota ordine fabrica furgit, 
Etdele&amur pafiim, paifimque moncmur. 

E Co.l.Mert. L .D.HCO»,E. 

Amabilis Juvcnis, hujus Carminis Author, 
Obiit 26 Decern. 1730 ; Anno JEtatis 19. 
««— Nox atra caput trifli circumvolat umbra." Virg. 

PRO* 
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sS HUGHE?'? ? O E M S. 

German i a too; with clutter' d vines o'erfpread j 
And lovely Albion from fcer watery bed, 
Beauteous above the reft, rears her aufpicious head. 
Beoftatfc hgi; chalky cliffs, fea-nymphs reforr, T 

And awful Neptune keeps his reedy court j 25 

His darling Thames, rich prefents in his hand 
Of bounteous Ceres, trarorfes. the land ; 
And feerns a mighty fnake, whofe (hjmng pride 
Does through the meads in finuous. volumes glide. 

Ah, charming ifle ! faireft of all the main ! 3Q 
Too long thou doll my willing eye detain. 
For fee a hero on the adverfe ft rand I 
And, lo ! a blooming virgin hi hjs hand ! 
All hail, celeftial pair ! —a goddefs me, 
Of heavenly birth ccnfeft, a more, than mortal, He ! 35. 
Victorious laurels on his brows he wears 5 
Th* attending fair a branching Olive bears 5 
Slender her (hape, in filver bands connVd : 
Her fnowy garments loofely flow behind, 
Rich with embroidered ftan,and ruffle in the wind. 
But once fuch differing beauty met before, 
When warrior Mars did Love's bright queen adore j 
Ev'n Love*s*bright queen might feem lefs winning fair, 
And Mars fubmtt to his heroic air. 
Not Jove himfelf, imperial Jove can mow 45 

A nobler Mien, or more undaunted brow, 
When his ftrong arm, throughheav'n's aetherial plains," 
Compels the. kindled bolt, and awful rule maintains. 
And now; embark'd they feek the Britim Ifles. 
leased with the charge, propitious 6>ce*n fmiles. 59 

Befoii 
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THE TRIVWPH OF PSACjE. 19 

Before, old Neptune fino.oths the liquid w*f j 
Qfefequious Tritons on the furfac* play j 
And fportful dolphins, with a nimble glance, 
To ttue bright fun their glittering fcaks advance. 
In oozy beds profound, the billows Jleep, 54 

No clamorous winds awake the filent deep j 
Rebuked, they whifper in a gentle breeze, 
And all around is uuiverfal peace. 

Proceed, my Mufe ! The following pomp declare ; 
Say who, and what, the bright attendants were 1 60 
Firft Ceres, in her chariot feated high, 
3y hamefsM dragons drawn along the iky $ 
A Cornucopia fill'd her weaker hand, 
Charg'd with the various offspring of the land, 
Fruit, flowers, and corn j her right a fickle bore j 65. 
A y pi low wreath of twitted wheat (he wore. 
Next father Bacchus with his tigers grac*d 
The. (how, and, fqueezing clutters as he pafs'd, 
QuafPd flowing goblets of ricb-flavourM wine. > 

In order, laft fucceed the tuneful Nine* 70 

Apollo too was there j behind him hung 
His ufelefs quiver, and his bow unftrung; 
He touched his gulden lyre, and thus he fung. 

" Lead on, great William ! ia thy happy reigw 
*' Peace and the Mufes are reftor'd again. 75 

«« War, that fierce Hon, long diidaining law, 
«< Rang'd uacontrol'd, and kept the world in awe, 
" While trembling kingdoms crouch'd beneath his ] 
" flaw. 

C * « At 
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pROM thy long languifhing, and painful ftrife 

* Of breath and labour drawn, and wafting life,. 

AccompltuYd fpirit! thou at length art free. 

Born into blifs and immortality ! 

Thy ftruggles are no more ; the palm is won ; 5 

Thy brows encircled with the vi&or's crown > 

While lonely left, and defolate below, 

Full grief I feel, and all a Brother's woe I 

Yet would I linger on, a little fpace, 

Before I clof<4^y quick- expiring race* xo 

Till I have gathered up, with grateful pains, 

Thy Works, thy dear unperilhing remains;, 

An undecaying Monument to ftand, 

Rais'd to thy name by thy own fkilful hand. 

Then let me wing from earth my willing way^ 1 5 

To meet thy foul in blaze of living day, 

Rapt to the. ikies, like thee, with joyful flight, 

An inmate of the heavens, adopted into light ! 

£Q March*, 1720. 

J abe z Hui BBS.. 
Ob. 17 Jan. 17 %i. 
Anno Mu 46. 
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IMMORTAL Bard ! though from the world retir'd. 
Still known to fame, ftill honoured, and admir'd ! 
While, fill'd with joy, in happier realms you ft ray, 
And dwell in manfions of eternal day; 
While you, confpicuous through the heavenly choir, £ 
With fwelling rapture tune the chofen lyre j. 
Where echoing angels the glad notes prolong,, 
Or with attentive fileace crown your fong ; 
Forgive the Mufe that in unequal lays 
Offers this humble tribute of her praife. jq. 

Loft in thy works, how oft I pafs the day, 
While the fwift hours fteal unpercei? *d away j 
There, in fweet union, wit and virtue charm, 
And nobleft fentiments the bofom warm ; 
The brave, the wife, the virtuous, and the fair, i $ 
May view themfelves in fadelefs colours there 

Through every poliuVd piece corre&nefs flows. 
Yet each bright page with fp rightly fancy glows; 
Oh ! happy elegance,, where thus are jpin'd 
A folid judgment* and a wit refin'd ! a« 

Here injur M Phocyas and Eudocia claim. 
A lading pity and a lading fame : 
Thy heroine* 8 fofter virtues charm the fight, 
And fill our fouls with ravifliing delight. 
Exalted love and dauntlefs courage meet, 45 

To make thy hero's character compleat. 
This finiuVd piece the nobleft pens commend } 
And ev'n the critics are the poet's friend. 

Le4 
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Of bulk ftupeadous, its proud pile it rears, 

The gradual product of fuccefiive years. 

An inner gate, that folds with iron leaves, 

The charm M fpe£!ator's entering fteps receives, 

Where curious works in twi fted ftems are hen 135 

Of branching foliage, vacuous between. 

O'er 'this a vocal organ, mounted high 

On marble columns, ftrikes the wondering eye j 

And feeds at once two fcnfes with delight, 

Sweet to the ear, and fplendid to the fight. 146 

Marbi* the floor, enrich'd with native ftains 

Qf various dye, and ftreak'd with azure veins. 

Ev'n emulous art with nature feems to ftrive, 

And the carv'd figures almoft breathe and live 5 

The painted altar, glorious to behold, 14$ 

Shines with delightful Blue, and dazzlirfggold. 

Here firft th* illuftrious three, of heavenly race, 

Religion, Liberty, and Peace, embrace 5 

Here joyful crouds their pious thanks exprefs, 

For Peace reftor'd, and heaven's indulgence blefs 1 56 

Auipicious ftru&ure ! born in happy days, 

Whofe firft employment is the nobleflr, praife ! 

So, when by juft degrees th* eternal Thought 

His fix days labour to perfection brought, 

With laws of motion firft endued the whole, 155 

And bade the heavens in deftin'd circles roll, 

The polifti'd fpheres commenced their harmony 5 

All nature in a chorus did agree, 

And the world's birth-day was a jubilee. 

THE 
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THE COURT OF NEPTUNE. 

on king William's return from 
Holland, 1699. 

ADDRESSED TO THB RIGHT HONOURABLE 

CHARLES MOSrfAGUE, ESQ. 

"D EGIN, celeftial Mufe ! a tuneful ftrain 
Of Albion's prince conduced o'er the ir- 
Of courts concealed in waves, andNeptune'i 

reign ; 

Sing, from beneath, how the green deity 
Fofe to the Sovereign of the Bi iti/h feaj 5 

To power confefs'd, the triple mace refign'd, 
O^er-ruPd the floods, and charged the rebel wind} 
Secured his pafiage homeward, and reftor'ti, 
Safe to the lovelieft ifle, the beft lov\l lord. 

The generous name of Montague has long 10 
Been fain'd in verfe, and grat'd the poet's long j 
In verfe, hiirifelf can hippy wonders do, 
The beft of patrons, and of poets too. 
Amid the fkillful choir that court hj's ear, 
If he vouchfafe thefe ruder lays to hear, 1 5 

His bright example, while to him I fmg, 
Shall raife my feeble flight, and mount me on th£ wing. 

On Albion's Eaftefn coafr, an * ancient town 
Overlooks the fea, to mariners well known j 
Where the fwift f Stout us ends his fnaky train, 20 
And pays his watery tribute to the main 1 

C 4 Stourus, 

• Harwich. 
f Theltiver Stoure,that runs between Suffolk and EfTex. 
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Srourus, whofe ftream, prolific as it glides, 

Two fertile counties in its coucfe divide*, 

And rolls to feaward with a lover's pace : 

There beauteous Orwell meets his fond embrace } 25 

They mix their amorous ftreams, the. briny tide *) 

Receives them jpinM ; their crooked fliores provide > 

A fpacious bay within, for anchored (hips to ride. J 

Here, on the margin of the rolling flood, 

Divinely fair; like fea-born Venus, ftood 30 

Britannia's genius, in a robe array'd 

Of broider'd arms, and heraldry difplay'd : 

A crown of cities charg'd her graceful brows ; 

In waving curls her hair luxuriant flows 5 

Celeftial glories in her eyes are feen j $$ 

Her ftature tall, majeftic is her mien. 

With fuch a pr. fence, through th* adoring ikies 

Shines the great parent of the deities 5 

Such tbwery honours on her temples rife, 

When, drawn by lions, the proceeds in Rate; 40 

Trains of attendant-gods around her chariot wait j 

The mother- goddefs, with fuperior grace, 

Surveys, and numbers o'er her bright immortal race. 

While thus the lovely Genius hovers o'er 
The water's brink, and from the fandy fliore 45 

Beholds th' alternate billows fall and rife 
(By turns they fink below, by turns they mount the 

ikies) : 
« And mult, (he faid 

<< Then paus'd, and drew a figh of anxious love ) 
" Muft my dear lord this faithlefc ocean prove ; 50 

" Efcajf d 
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u EfcapM the chance of war, and fraud of foes, . 
** Wilt thou to warring waves thy facred life expofe j 
u Why am I thus divided by the fea, 
" From all the world, and all the world in thee ? 
" Could fighs and tears the rage of tempefts bind, 55 
" With tears I'd bribe the feas, with fighs the wind ; 
" Soft-fighing gales thy canvas mould infpire ; 
" But hence, yeboifterous ftorms I far hence retire 
•' To inland woods ; there your inad powers appeafe, 
" And fcour the dufty plains, or ftrip the foreft trees j 69 
«■ Or lodged in hollow rocks profoundly (leep, 
" And reft from the loud labours of the deep ! 
" Why fliould 1 fear ?— If heroes be the care 
" Of heaven above, and heaven inclines to prayer, 
" Thou fail'ft fecure; my fonswith lifted eye?, 65 
" And pious vows, for thee have gain'd the flcies. 
" Come then, my much-lov'd lord ! No more th* alarms 
" Of wafteful war require, thee from my arms, 
" Thy fword gives plenteous peace $ but without thee, 
" Peace has no charms, and plenty 's poverty : 70 
« c At length enjoy, for whom you've fought, the queea 
" Of iflands, bright, majeftic, and ferene ! 
" UnveiPd from clouds, which did her form difguife, 
" And hid a thoufand beauties from thy eyes* 
" A thoufand treafures unfurvey'd invite 75 

" Their lord to various fcenes of new delight, 
" Come fee the dower I brought 1 My fpacious downs, 
" My numerous counties, and my ancient towns; 
" Landlkips of riling mountains, ihaggy woods, 
" Green vallies, fmiling meadows, filver floods, 80 

" And 
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One mooting beam, like lightning doubly bright, 
Darts on the middle main its ftreaming light. 
Lo ! William's guardian angel there deicends ; 
To Neptune** court his heavenly meiTage tends : 
In arms celeftial, how he fhfnes afar, 140 

Like Pallas marching to th' awaken'd war ! 
His left hand gripes a fpacious orb of ihield, 
With thoufand intercepted dangers fill'd, 
And deaths of various kind ; his right difplays 
A tempered blade, thgt fpreads a formidable blaze. 145 
He ft ri Ices the waves 5 th* obfequious waves obey, 
And, opening in a gulph, difclofe the downward way, 

O Mufe ! by thee conduced down, I dare 
The fecrets of the watery world declare ; 
For nothing fcapes thy view ; to thee 'tis given, 1 50 
To range the fpace of earth, and feas, and heaven, 
Defcry a thoufand forms, conceal'd from fighi, 
And in immortal verfe to give the vifions light* 

A rock there lies, in depth of fea profound j 
About its clefts, rich beds of pearl abound, 155 

Where fportful nature, covering her retreat 
With flowing waters, holds her fecret feat « 
In woods of coral, intricate (lie ftrays, 
And wreathes the /hells of fifli a thoufand ways, 
And animates the fpawn of all her finny race. 160 , 
Th* unnumbered fpecies of the fertile tide, 
In ihoals, around their mighty mother, glide. 
From out the rock's wide cavern's deep below, 
The ruining ocean rifes to its flow j 

And, 
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And, ebbing, here retires; within its fides, 165 

In roomy caves the god of Tea refides. 
Pillars unhewn, of Jiving ftone, bear high 
His vaulted courts ; in ftorms the billows fly 
O'er th' echoing roof, like thunder through the ^ 
ikies, j 

And warn the ruler of the floods to rife, 170 ^ 

And check the raving winds, and the fweln | 

waves chaftife. J 

Rich fpoils, by plundering tempefts hither borne, 
An univerfe of wealth, the palace-rooms adorn. 
Before' its entrance, broken wrecks are feen 
In heaps deform'd, a melancholy fcene* 175 

But far within, upon a mofly throne, 
With wafliy ooze and famphire overgrown. 
The fea-green king his forky fceprre rears | 
Awful his afpeft, numerous are hjs years. 
A pearly crown circles his brows divine ; a go 

His beard and dewy hair (hed trickling drops of brine* 
The river-gods, his numerous progeny, 
• On beds of ruflies round their parent lie. 
Here Danube and the Rhine; Nile's fecret fource 
Dwells here concealed ; hence Tiber takes his courfe; 1 85 
Hence rapid Rhodanus his current pours ; 
And, iAuing from his urn, majeftic Padus roars ] 
And Alpheus feeks, with filent pace, the lov\ 
lian fhores. 

But, chief in honour, Neptune's darling (on, 
The beauteous Thames lies neareft to his throne. 190 

Nor 
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££qr thou, fair Hoyne 1 flialt pafs unmcation'd by, 
Already fung in lira-ins that ne'er iba)l die. 

Thefe, and a thoufond more, whofe winding trains 
Seek various lande, the wealthy fire maintains; 
IJach day, ttieftuid portion* he divides, 195- 

J\>nd fills their craving urns with frefh-recruited tides. 
l}o| not alike ) for oft h» partial care 
If eftows en ibfne* a- dtfpropertion'd fliare ; 
,Bfom whence their fwelling currents, o'er-ftipply'd, 
Through delug'd freld^ in noify triumph ride. 200 

The .God was jtffc preparing to rentw 
His daily tjUk, when fadden in his view 
4ppear'd the gtiardkin power, all daszling-bright ; 
And, entering, flaih ? d the caves with, beamy light. 
Boyne, Rhiae, tta Sambre, on their banks had feen 205 
The glorioas formy atidJtaew- his* martial mien 5 
In throngs th' adlfiiring Nereids round him prefVd, 
A&d Tritons £M>ud to view the heavenly gueft. 
Then thut n advancing, he his will explain*-, 
" O mighty fawrtign pf the liquid plains ! J jo 

u Hafte, to the Surface of the deep repair, ' 

•*' This Ibkmo day requires thy prefence there, 
*« Tfo uuJo the ftortm, the rtfingi waves reftrain, 

V And (hake tby fceptt* o'er the governM main. 
¥ By breathing gales eiv thy dominions driven 

V To thee, throt Ipng^omS'hopeeio charge are given, 

V The glory of the world, and beft-beWd of heaven. 
« Behold hjrp figwM h*re !"-~-r.fie faiii, and held, 
JtfulgW te WMMW>.** guariiftilJlieJd. 

On 
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On the rich moujd, inwrought with (kill divine, *o 
Great \VtW*#> wars in. fplendid fculpture ftine. 
J^ere, how his favinj* pp<wer was firft djfplay*d, 
And HpH??d »tffcued hy kk youthful aid $ 
AYhen, kindling in. his fouj, the marjual flame 
Broke fiercely ouf, preluding future fame, 125 

-^.nsl round) the frontiers dealt auenging fire ; 
Swift from the hgt purfujf the Mailed foes, retire 
Then battles, fjeges, camps are graved afar, 1 

^nd the lqpg progireft of the dr*a<Jful war. 
^bove the. r,eft A ^ene.ffe's immoral figfo, 
}n larger figures. offerM to, the figljf, 
tVijh martial terror charms, acid give* a, £er$e^elii 
Here the confederate trpqps are foxe'd to yj^eld, 
I)riyen by imexjual number^ thrpugh the n»d : 
With his bright (wprd, yoimgN^ss *v there wifh&Muft 
Their flight j wjth payers and blow h« nrges, his 

commands 
Upbraids their fopting fffw, synd boJ4ly throat, 
Himfelf the, frft amid£ the wpno>ring fees. 
What dare noj ix^a, by tyd) a. general led 1 
Rallying w r M foo^St their Herp at thtirhwd* *4° ' 
Fir;d with new rajfa aft%pVd tfcey oocc 4& fly, } 
Refolv d t' o'erepj^e^ or re/qlute to 4it, ^ C 

Through tramp>o! Jfeajfoqf fhu> they ruffe tR.viflq^. > 
Earth trcmbl^^^e, charge j IfcatkRJo^a^j?,^, 1 
Infatiate riot aj| t^e, m.Hflfcrqus.day -, ... ^$1 

Nor night it feii" their' fury can allay 5 J 

Till the pale moon, that fickens at the fight, 
Retires behind a^W, Ifttyjn^thfcbkody fight. 

Again, 



'3 W 

I 



} 



3« HUG HE S*S POEMS. 

Again, the fliield in favage profpeft (hows 
An ancient* abbey, which rough woods inelofe j 150 
And precipices vaft abruptly rife, 
Where, fafe encamp'd, proud LuxemboYgh defies 
All open violence, or clofe frrprize. 
But fee ! a fecond Hannibal from far, 
Up the deep height, conduces th' entangled war. 155 
Brave Oflbry, attended with the pride 
Of Englifh valour, charges by his fide* 
Inclos'd they fight; the forefts (bine around - 
With flashing fires j the thunder'd hills rebound, 
And the (hock*d country, wide beneath, rebel- 
lows to the found. 160 
Forced from their holds, at length they fpeed their flight j 
Rich tents, and ftores of war, the vigor's toils requite. 
Then peace enfues ; and, in a Alining train, 
The friendly chiefs aflemble on the plain. 
An ardent zeal the Gallic general "warms 165 
To fee the youth, that kindled fuch alarms ; 
Wondering he views j fecure the foldiers prefs 
Round their late dread, and the glad treaty blefs. 

Next, on the broad, circumference is wrought 
The nine years war for lov'd Britannia fought ; a. 7* 
The caufe the fame : fair Liberty betrayed, 
And baniflTd Juftice, fly to him for aid. 
Here failing mips are drawn, the crowded ftrand, 
And heaven's avenger battening to the land. 

Oppreflion, 
• St. Dennis near Mont* 
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Oppreflion, Fraud, Confufion, and Affright, 

Fierce fiends, that ravag'd in the gloomy night 

Of lawlefs power, defeated, fly before his dazlingl 

So to th' eclipfing moon, by the ftill fide 

Of fome lone thicket, reveling haggs provide 

Dire charms, that threat the fleeping neighbourhood, 2 So 

And quaff, with magic mix'd, vail bowls of human 

blood 5 
But, when the dawn reveals the purple eaft, 
They vanifh Allien from th* unfinifli'd feaft. 
Here joyful crouds triumphant arches rear 
To their deliverer's praife j glad fenates there, 285 
In fplendid pomp, the regal date confer, 

Uibernia's fields new triumphs then fupply ; 
The rival kings, in arms, the fate of empire try. 
See where the Boyne two warring hofts divides, 
And rolls between the fight his murmuring tides! 29* 
In vain— hills, forefts, dreams, muft all give place, 
When William leads, and victory 's the chace. 
Thou faw'ft him, Boyne ! when thy charg'd waters^ 

bore I 

The fwimming couriers to th* oppofing more, L 

'And, round thy banks, thou heard'ft the murdering I 

cannons roar. *95 J 

What more than mortal bravery infpir'd 
The daring troops, by his example nYd ! 
Thou faw'ft their wondrous deeds j to Neptune's court 
Thy flying waves convey 'd the fwift report, 
And, red with daughter, to their father ihow'd 300 
Streams not their own, and a difcolour'd flood. 

D Here, 



Here, on th' tstheml mould, hurlM from afar, 
Th' eroded ball had nwrk'd a dinted fear. 
*Twas deftin'd thus ; for when, all glowing-red, 
The angel took it from the forge, he faid j 305 
This part-be left unfated from the foe 1 
And, fcarce efcap'd, once let the Hero know, 
JHow much to my protection he mail owe 5 
Yet, from the batter'd Aiield, the ball (hail bound, 
And on his- arm inflict a fcarlet wound. 310 

Elfewhere, behold Namvr's proud turrets rife, 
Majcftic to the fight, advancing to the ikies ( 
The Mevie and Sambre here united flow, 
Nature's defence agaiaft th' invading foe : 
Induftrious art her ftrcngth of walls fupplies : 315 
Before the town the Britifli army lies. 
The works are mamTd 5 with fury they contend 5 
Theft thunder from the plains, thofe from the -walfo 

defend. 
Red globes of 'fire from bellowing engines fly, 
And lead a fweeptng blaze, like comets, through theflcy. 
The kindled region glows $ with deafening found 
They burft j their iron entrails, hurl'd around, 
Strow with thick-fcatter'd deaths the crirafon ground 
See, where the genius of the war appears, 
Nor fliuns the labour, nor the danger fears ! 3*5 
In clouds of fulphurous fmoke he mines more bright, 
For Glory round him waits, with beams of living light* 
At length the widened gates a conqueft own, 
And to his arms refign the yielding town. 

Here, 
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J^ere, from the field returned, with olive xrow-oM, 
Applauding throngs their welcome prince furrpuiid : 
Bright honours in his glorious entry /bine, 
And peace reftor'd concludes the great dejign. 

Long, o'er the figurM work, with vaft furprize, 
Admiring Neptune roird his ravifiVd eyes 5 335 

Then, rifing from his throne, thus call'd aloud 5 
** Ye lovely daughters of the briny .flood 1 
y Hafte, comb ypur filver locks, and ftrajght prepare 
*' To fill my train, and gaze in upper air. 
*' This day, majeftic glorjes you fliajl fee j 34© ^ 
*' Come, all ye watery powers, who under me 1 

*' Yourlittle tridents wield,and rule the boifteiousfeal J 
*' What God, that views the triumphs here difplay'd, 
«' Can to fuch worth refufe his heavenly aid V 
He.faid no -more— but bade tv#j Tritons found 345 
Their crooked (hells to ipread the furamons round. 
Through the wide caves the blaft is heard afar $ 
With fpeed two more provide his azure car, 
A concave. fliell^ two the finn'd conifers join : 
All wait officious round, and own th' accuftomM fign 5 
The god afcends ; his better hand fq (tains 
The three- fork "d fpear, his left directs the reins. 
Through breaking waves, the chariot mounts him high; 
Before its thundering courfe, the frothy waters fly ; 
He gains the furface 5 on his either fide, 355 

The bright attendants, rang'd with comdy pride, 
Advance in juft array, and grace the pompous tide. 

Meanwhile Britannia's king confpicuous flood, 
And y from his deck, furvey'd the boundlefs flood. 

D 2 Smooth 
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Smooth was the glaffy fcene, the fun beheld 360 

His face unclouded in the liquid field. 

The gazing Nereids, in a Alining train, 

Inclofe the ruler of the Britifh main, 

And fweetly fing ; fufpended winds forbear 

Their loud complaints, the foothing lay to hear. 365 

" Hail, facred charge j they cry ; the beauties we 

*' Of Neptune's court, are come t* attend on thee j 

** Accept our offer'd aid ! thy potent fway, *j 

** Unbounded by the land, thefe watery realms obey; f 

'" And we, thy fubjec"t-powers, our duteous homage f 

" pay- 370 J 

* { See Neptune's felf, inferior in command, 
" Prefents his trident to thy honour'd hand !" 

They faid ; the fireapprosch'd with awe profound ; 
The rite perform'd, their (hells the Tritons found ; 
S weird with the ftirill alarm, the joyful billows bound. 

Now, from the fliore, Britannia firft defcries 
White fails afar; then bulky veflels rife, 
Nearer to view 5 her beating heart foretells 
The pleating news, and eager tranfport feels. 
Safe to her arms, imperial Neptune bears 38© 

Th' intruded charge, then diving disappears. 
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A 

PINDARIC ODE. 1701. 

« ■ Coelo demittitur alto 
" Chara Deum Soboles." Viae, 



TO HIS GRACE 

CHARLES DUKE OF SOMERSET. 

May it please your grace, 

THOUGH the great lofs we fuflfered in the death 
of the king has been fo happily fupplied by her 
majefty's acceflion to the throne, and her late corona- 
tion juftly filled the hearts of her fubje&s with joy j 
yet fo glorious a reign as the lad will always be re- 
membered with admiration by all good and wife men ; 
and your Grace has given i'ufticient proofs that you 
are of that number. It can never therefore be thought 
too late to offer a juft tribute to his late maje fry's me- 
mory, and to that of his great anceftors, a race fo il- 
luftrioufly diftinguiihed in Eutope 5 though this in- 
deed might fooner have been attempted, but for many 
interruptions, too inconfiderable for your Grace's no- 
tice. How I have performed is humbly fubmitted to 
your Grace's judgment, and to the judgment of all 
D 3 thofe 
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thofe gentlemen who are ufed to entertain tberaftlves 
with writings of this fori. But if, through the au- 
thor's want of genius, the Poem iifelf ffiootd be 
thought i neon fid erablc, I am fure it will have ibme 
diftin&ion from the great names it celebrates, and the 
great patron it is inferibed to. And to whom mould 
the praifes of eminent virtue be addrefled, but to fuch 
as are poflefled 6f great virtues themfeTves? To whom 
can 1 tetter prefent the chief characters of a noble and 
ancient family, than to your Grace, whofe family is 
fo ancient and fo noble ? And here I am proud to ac- 
knowledge that foine of my relations have been ho* 
noured.wfrh marks of favour front yotfr Grace's illus- 
trious anceftors. This I confefs has long given me 
the ambition of offering my ditty to yoor Grace j but 
chiefly that valuable character your Grace has obtained 
among all worthy perfons. I have not room to en* 
large here, nor is there any need of it on a fubjeft fb 
well known as your Grace's merits. Therefore I 
■conclude with my humble reqoeft, that your Grace 
would favour this Ode with your acceptance, and do 
me the honour of believing that among the croud of 
your admirers, there is not one who Is more paffiori- 
ately or fincerely fo, than 

Your Grace's moft humble, 

and moft obedient fervanr, 

jofik kuQHfes, 

THE 
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I. 

GODDESS of numbers, and of thoughts fublrme ! 
Celeftial Mufe! whofe tuneful fmg 
Can fix heroic a6ts, that glide along 

Down the vaft fea of ever-wafting time, 
And all the gilded images can ftay, 5 

Till time's vaft fca itfelf be rotPd away : 
O now afltft with confecrated (trains I 
Let art and nature join to raife 
A living monument of praife 

O'er William's great remains. »o 

While Thames, majeftieally fad, and flow, 

Seems by that reverend dome to flow, 
Which new-interr'd his facred urn contains. 
If thou, O Mufe, would*ft e'er immortal be, 
This fong bequeaths thee immortality $ 15 

For William's praife can ne'er expire* 
Though nature's fr If at lad muft die, 
And all this fair-ere&ed iky 
Muft fink with earth and fea, and melt away in fire. 

II. 

Begin— the fpring of virtue trace, ao 

That, from afar-defcendmg^ flowed 
Through the rich veins of all the godlike race, 
And fair renown on all the godlike race beftow'd ! 
D 4 Th 
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This ancient fource of noble blood 
Through thee, Germania, wandering wide, %$ 
Like thy own Rhine's enriching tide, 
In numerous branches long diffus'd its flood. 
Rhine, fcarce more antient, never grac'd thee more. 
Though mantling vines his comely head furround, 
And all along his funny (hore 30 

Eternal plenty 's found. 
III. 
From heaven itfelf th* illuftrious line began; 

Ten ages in defcent it ran, 
In each defcent increased with honours new. 

Never did Heaven's Supreme infpire 35 

In mortal breads a nobler fire, 
Nor his own image livelier drew. 
Of pure setherial flame their fouls he made, 
And, as beneath his forming hands they grew, 

He blefs'd the matter- work, and faid j 40 
" Go forth, my honoured champions, go, 
*' To vindicate my caufe below ! 
*' Awful in power, defend for me 
" Religion, juftice, liberty, 
" And, at afpiring tyranny, 45 

" My delegated thunder throw ! 
" For this, the great NaiTovian name I raife, 
" And ftill this character divine, 
u DiftinguiuYd through the race (hall wine, 
" Zeal for their country's good, and thirft of virtuous 
" praife." 50 

Now 
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IV. 

Now look, Britannia, look, and fee 
Through the clear gkfs of hiftory, 
From whom thy mighty fovcreign came, 
And take a large review of far- extended fame* 
See, crouds of heroes rife to fight 1 55 

Adolphus *, with imperial fpiendor gay : 
Brave Philibert, unmatched in fight, 
Who led the German eagle to his prey ; 
Through Lombardy he mark'd his conquered way, 
And made proud Rome and Naples own his unrefifted 
might. 60 

His gallant f Nephew next appears, 
And on his brows the wreaths of conqueft wears, 
Through dreaming wounds the martial figure (lain j 
For thee, Great J Charles, in battle Aain, 
Slain in all a foldier's pride, 6$ 

He fell triumphant by thy fide, 
And falling fought, and fighting dy'd, 
And lay, a manly corpfe, extended on the plain. 
V. 
See next, majeftically great, 
The founder of the Belgic ftate ? 70 

The fun of glory, which (o bright 
Beano M on all the darling line, 
Did, from its golden urn of light, 
On William's head redoubled Ihine j 
His youthful looks diffus'd an awe. 75 

Charles, 

• Adolphus the Emperor, of the Houfe of Naflau, 
f Rene of Naflau. J Charles V. 



4» HUGHES'S POEMS. 

Charles, who had try'd the race before, 
And knew great merits to exploVe, 
When he his rifmg virtue faw, 
He put in friendmip's noble chum; 
To his- imperial court the hero brought, to 

And there by early honours fought 
Alliance with his future fame. 
O generous fympathy, that binds 
In chains unicen the braveft minds ! 
© love to worthy deeds, in all great fouls the fame ! 85, 
VI. 
But Time at laft brought forth th* amazing day, 
When Charles, refolv'd to difengage 
Frortt empire's toils his weary age, 
Gave with each hand a crown away* 
Philip, his haughty fon, afraid 90 

Of William's virtues, bafely chofe 
His father's favourite to depofe $ 
* His tyrant reign requir'd far other aid 5 
And Alva's fiery cktke, hisTcourge of vengeance, rofe j 
With flames of inquifition rofe from hell, 95 

Of (laughter proud, and mfolent in blood. 
What hand can paint the fcenes of tragic woes ? 
What tongue, fad Belgra ! can thy ftory tell, 
When with her lifted axe proud Murder flood, 
And thy brave fon«, m crouds unnumber'd, fell ! 100 
The fun, with horror of the fight, 
Withdraws hi* fitkly beams, a*d fllroudl 
His muffled face in fullen clouds, 
And, on the fcafrkk, faintly feeds a pale malignant 
light. . Thus 
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VII. 

Thus BelgiVs liberty expiring lay, 105 

And almoft gafp'd her generous life away, 

Till Orange hears her moving cries 5 

He hears, and, marching * from afar, 

Brings to her aid the fprightly war. 
At his approach, revived with frefli fupplies no 
Of gather'd ftrength, (he on her murderers flies. 

But heaven, at fir ft, refolvM to try 

By proofs adverfe his conftancy. 
Four armies loft, f two gallant brothers flair, 

Will he the defperate war maintain ? 11^ 

Though rolling tempefts darken all the flcy, 

And thunder breaks around his head, 
Will he again the faithlefs fea explore, 

And, oft driven back, (rill quit the fhore ? 

He will— his foul, averfe to dread,. sae> 

Unwearied, ftill the fpite of fortune braves, 
Superior, and J ierene, amidft the ftormy waves* 
VIII. 

Such was the man, fo vaft his mind I 

The fteady inftrument of fate, 
To fix the bafis of a rifing ftate 1 225 

My Mufe with horror views the fcene behind, 

And fain would draw a (hade, and fain 

Would hide his deftin'd end, nor tell 

Hdw he— the dreaded foe of Spain, 

More fear'd than thoufands on the plain, 130 
By the vile hand of a bold ruffian fell. No 

• He was then in Germany. 

f The Counts Lodowick and Henry. 

X " Savis tranquillig in undis/' the Prince's motto. 
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No more— -th' ungrateful profpe& let us leave ! 

And, in his room, behold arife, 
Bright as th* immortal twins that grace the ikies, 
A noble * pair, his abfence to retrieve ! 135 

In thefe the hero's foul furvivcs, 
And William doubly in his offspring lives. 
IX. 
Maurice, for martial greatnefs, far 
His father's glorious fame exceeds ; 
Henry alone can match his brother's deeds $ 14.* 
Both were, like Scipio's fons, the thunderbolts of war. 
None e'er, than Maurice, better knew, 
Camps, fieges, battles, to ordain ; 
None e'er, than Henry, fiercer did purfue 
The flying foe> or earlier conquefts gain. 145 

For fcarce fixteen revolving years he told, 
When, eager for the fight, and bold, 
InflarrTd by glory's fprightly charms, 
His* brother brought him to the field; 
Taught his young hand the truncheon well to 
wield, 150 

And practis'd him betimes to arms. 
X. 
Let Flandrian Newport tell of wonders wrought 
Before her walls, that memorable day, 
When the victorious youths in concert fought, 
And matchlefs valour did difplay ! 155 

Hbw, ere the battle join'd, they drove 
With emulous honour, and with mutual love ; 

How, 
* Maurice and Henry. 
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How Maurice, touch'd with tender care 
Of Henry's fafety, begg'd him to remove ; 
Henry refus'd, his blooming youth to fpare, 160 
But with his much-lov'd Maurice vow*d to prove 
Th* extremes of war, and equal dangers fliare. 
O generous ft rife ! and worthy fuch a pair ! 
How dear did Albert this contention pay ! 

Witnefs the floods of flreaming gore ; 165 

Witne fs the trampled heaps, that choak'd the plain, 

And ftop'd the viftors in thf ir way ; 
Witnefs the neighbouring fea, and fandy fhore, 
Drunk with the purple life of twice three thoufand flam ! 

xr. 

Fortune, that on her wheel capricious ftands, 170 
And waves her painted wings, inconftarrf, proud, 

Hood-wink'd, and making from her hands 

Promiicuous gifts among the croud, 
Rcftfefs of place, and ftill prepared for flight, 
Was conftant here, and feem'd reftor'd to fight 1175 
Won by their merit, and refolv'd to blefs 
The happy brothers with a long fucoefs— 

Maurice, the flrft refignM to fate : 

The youngeft had a longer date, 
And liv'd the fpace appointed to complete 180 
The great republic, rais'd fo high before j 
FiniflTd by him, the ftately fabric bore 
Its lofty top afpiring to the (ky : * 
In vain the winds and rains around it beat 5 
In vain, below, the waves tempeftuous roar, 1S5 
They dalh themfelves, and break, and backward fly, 

DifperVd and murmuring at his feet. In- 
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Intuiting Spain the fruitkfs ftrife gives o'er, 

And claims dominion there no more. 
Then Henry, ripe far immortality, 190 

His flight to heaven eternal fpring6, 
And, o'er .his quiet grave, Peace iprcads her downy 
wings. 

XII. 
His Ton, a iecord William, fills his place, 
And climbs to .manhood with fo fwift a pace. 
As if he knew, he had not long to fey : »95 

Such young Marcellus was, the hopeful grace 
Of ancient Rome, but quickly fnatch'd away. 

Breda beheld th* adventurous boy, 
His tender limbs in Alining armour drrfsVL 
Where, with his father, the hotfiege he preisM, a 00 
His father faw, with pleating joy, 
His own reflected worth, and youthful charms exprcfsVI. 
But, when his country breath' d from war'* alarms, 
His martial virtues lay obfcure 5 
Nor could a warrior, formed for anus, 305 

TV inglorious reft endure j 
But ficken'd foon, and fudden dy'd, 
And left in tears his pregnant bride, 
His bride, the daughter of Britannia's king; 
Nor faw th' aufpicious pledge of nuptial Jove, ?io 
Which from that happy marriage was to fprijig, 
But with his great fore-fathers gain'd a pljfsful feat 
above. 

XIII. 
Here paufe, my Mufe ! and wind up higher 
The firings of thy Pindaric lyre ! Then 



THE HOUSE OF NASSAU. 47 

Then with bold ftrainc the lofty fong purfue 5 215 
And bid Britannia once again review 
The numerous worthies of the line. 
See, like immortals, how they fhine ! 
Each life a hiftory alone 1 
And laft, to crown the great defign, sao 

Look forward, and behold them all in one ! 
Look, butfpare thy fruitlefs tears— 
*Tis thy own William next appears. 
Advance, celeftial form ! Let Britain fee 
TV accompliuVd glory of thy race tn thee ! 115 

XIV. 
So, when fome fplendid triumph was to come, 
In long procefiion through the ftreets of Rome, 

The croud beheld, wkh vaft furprize, 
The glittering train in awful order move, 
To the bright temple of Feretrian Jove ; 230 

And trophies borne along employed their dazzled 
eyes: 
But when the laurel'd emperor, mounted high 
Above the reft, appeared to fight, 
In his proud car of victory, 
Shining with rays exceffive bright, 235 

He put the long preceding pomp to 'flight : 
Their wonder could no higher rife, 
With joy they -throng his chariot wheels, and rend 
with (bouts the ikies. 
XV. 
To thee, great prince ! to thy extenfive mind, 
Not by thy country's narrow bounds confin'd, 240 

The 
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. XVIII. 
Far other battles thou haft won, 
Thy ftandard ftill the public good : 
Lavifti of thine, to fave thy people's blood : 
. . And when the hardy talk of War was done, 

With what a mild well-temper'd mind, 300- 
(A mind unknown to Rome's ambitious fon,) 
> Thy powerful armies were refign'dj 

This victory o*er thyfelf was more, 
Than all thy conquefts gain'd before t 
*Twas more than Philip's fon could do, $©5 
When for new worlds the madman cryM j 
Nor in his own wild breaft had fpy'd 
Towers of ambition, hills of boundJefc pride, 
Too great for armies to fubdue. 
XIX. 
O favage luft of arbitrary fway r 31* 

lafatiate fury, which in man we find, 
In barbarous man, to prey upon his kind, 
And make the world, enflav'd, his vicious will obey ! 
Haw has this fiend Ambition long defae'd 
Heaven's works, and laid the fair creation wafte ! 
Aflt filver Rhine, with fpringing. ruJhes crown'd, 
As to the fea his waters- flow^ 
Where are the numerous cities now, 
That once he few, his honour'd bank* around ? 
Scarce are their filent ruins found ; 320 

But, in {h % enfuing age, 
* Trampled into common ground, .. 
Will hide the horrid monuments of GauTs. deftfrgting 
rage* '. . *• r» All 
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All Europe too had fliar'd this wretched fate, 
And moum'd her heavy woes too late, 325 
•Had not Britannia's chief withstood 
The threatened deluge, and repel I'd, 
To its forfaken banks, th' unwilling flood, 
And in his hand the fcales of balanced kingdoms held. 
Well wasthis mighty truft repos'd in thee, 330 
Whofe faithful foul, from private intereft free 

(Interefts which vulgar princes know), 
O'er all its paflions fat exalted high, 
As TenerifTs top enjoys a purer Iky, 
And lees the moving clouds at diftance fly below. 3 35 
XX. 
Whoe'er thy warlike annals reads, 
Beholds reviv'd our valiant Edward's deeds. 

• Great Edward and his glorious fon 
Will own themfelves in thee outdone, 

Though Crecy'sdefperate fight eternal honours won. 
Though the fifth Henry too does claim 
A mining place among Britannia's kings,' 
And Agincourt has rais'd his lofty name $ 
Yet the loud voice of ever-living Fame, 
Of thee more numerous triumphs tings. 345 

But, though no chief contends with thee, 
Jn all the long records of hiftory, 
Thy own great deeds together ftrive, 
Which (hall the faireft light derive, 
On thy immortal memory * 350 

E a Whether 

• Eawa.d III. diA the Black Prince. 
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Whether SencfPs amazing fieM 
, To celebrated Mens fliati yield j 
Or both give place to more amazing Boyne; 
Of if Nanlur'a welUcover'd fi^fge muft all the reft 
butJhine ! 

XXL 
While in Hibernia's fields the labouring faain 555 
Shall paTsthe plough o'er tkulls of warrior* (lain, ' 

And turn up bones, and broken (pear*, 
Amaz'd, he'll fliew his fellows of the plaini 
The rdicks of victorious years j 
And tell, how fwift thy arms that kingdom did regain* 
Flandria, a longer witnefs to thy glory, 

With wonder too repeats thy dory j 
How oft the foes thy lifted fword have feen 

Jn the hot battle, when It Wed 
At all its open veins, and oft have fled, 365 

As if their evil genius thou had ft been : 
How, when the bfoomtng fpring began t* appear. 
And with new life reftor'd the year, 
Confederate princes us'd to cry } 
« Call Britain's king—the fprigfatiy trumpet found, 370 
" And fpread the Joyful ftittitnons round I 
" Call Britain's king, and victory!" 
$0 when the flower of Greece, to battle led 
In Beauty's caufe, juft vengetnet fwore, 
Upon the foul adulterer's head, 375 

That from her royal lord the ittvi&'4 Helen lore, 

The 
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The Grecian chief*, of mighty feme* , 
Impatient for the (bivof Thetis \*ai*$ ; 
At hft the fon of Thetis came * ' 
fcoy (hook fytr ao^diagfioarers* nadratturn'd A* im- 
pending faje. .... -» 3X0 
XXII.. 
O facred Peace ! Goddefs feranrffe. 1 
AdornM with robes of %otl*f& whkey * - 
Faker than filmer floods of light: I n ' 
How ftiort haa thy mild' empire bean ! " 
When pregnant Time, brought; facd»vtlus>B*w <JfaAn 

a g c > 3«S 

At firfr we faw thee gentry fmfle 

On the young birth, and thy fweet voice awhile 
Sung a foft charm to martial rage : 
But foon the lion wak'd again, 
And ftretch'd his opening claws, and (hook his grifly 
mane. 39° 

Soon was the year of triumphs paft ; 
And Janus, ufhering in a new, 
With backward look did pompous fcenes review j 
But bis fore-face with frowns was overcaft } 
He faw the gathering ftorms of war, 395 

And bid his priefts aloud, his iron gates unbar. 
XXIII. 
flat Ijeaven its hero can no longer fpare, 
To mix in our tumultuous broils below 5 
Yet fuffcr'd his forefeeing care, 
Thofe bolts of vengeance to prepare, 400 

Which other hands mall throw 3 

E 3 That 
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That glory to a mighty queen remains, 
To triumph o'er th* exttnguifhM foe j 
* She (hail fupply the thunderer's place ; 
As Pallas, from th' sBtherial plain*, 405 

Warr'd on the giants impious race, 
And laid their huge demoliflfd works, in fxnoaky 
ruins low. 
Then Anne's (hall rival great Eliza's reign ; 
And William's genius, with a grateful fmile, 
Look down, and Mefs this happy ifle; 410 
And Peace, re&or'd, (hall wear her olive crown again. 

• " Vicem gerit ilia Ton an tie." The Motto on her 
Majefty/s Coronation Medals. 
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OlJ THE DEATH' 5? A FRIEND^ 

' I.'""" ' '' : 

APOLLO, pod of found* and verfe, 
Pathetic airs and rooming thoughts fafpiit ! 
Whilft we thy Damon's praife rehearfe j 
Damon himfelf could animate' the lyre, 

.Apcrilo, god of founrfsjand verfe, | ; 

Pathethic airs and moving thoughts infpfret ' 
Look down ! and warm the fong wkh thy cetttfca) ^re. 
II. 
Ah, lovely youth ! when thou wen here, 
ThyieJf a young ApoUo did appear ) 

Young as that god, fo fweet a grace*, 19 

Such blooming fragrance in thy face; 
So foft thy air, thy vifage fo ferene, 
That harmony ev'n in thy look was fecn. 

III. 
But when thou didft th' obedient ftrings command, 
And join in confort thy melodious hand, 1 5 
Ev'n fate itfelf, fuch wondrous ft rains to hear. 
Pate had been eharnVd, had Fate an ear* 
But what does mu lie's (kill avail ? 
. When Orpheus did his lofs deplore, 

Tree* bow'd attentive to his tale * so 

HufiVd were the winds, wild beafts forgot to roar j > 
But de«r Eurydice came back no more. 

E 4 Thai 
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IV. 

Then ccafc, ye Tons of harmony, to mourn } 

Since DJonn^er cat, r4L *> 
See, ( XeeJ he mqunti, a^ c^^thc liq^^y! V 

Bright choirs of angels* on the wing, 
For the new gueft** arrival n)ay 9 

And hyipns ofjnumph fing. ' ^ 

TSh$y fyear him to the happy feats above* • v - 

Seats of eternal harmony and love ; • • v 3* 

Where artful PwrpeU went before. 
Geafe then, ye A>na of joaufic, ceafcta ttovfA* 
^ Your Pa^n, ne*w\wiU retura* • < 
. %* never, never <moreli: v 
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<? D E T H £ THIRft 

AT dead of night, when mortals lofe ' 
Their various cares in loft repofe, 
I heard a knocking at my door,; 
Who *s that, faid I, at this late hour 
lrbs my reft I — It fobpM and cry' 






Difturbs my reft >— It fcb^d and cryM^' 

And thus in mournful r tone reply'd. 

'• A poor unhappy child 1 ajnt, 

*' That 's come to beg your charity $. 

4t Pray let me in !— Vpu deed not fear j 

" I mean no harm, I vow and (wear j . ' io , 

** But* wet and cold, crave ihelter here & 



! 



Bctray'd 



A N A C R E O & 57 

•* Betray'd by night, and led aftray, 
«« I've loft— alas ! IVe JoAnty way." 

Mov'd with this little tale of fate, 
I took a {agog,, anji op'e) the. gate.; 1 5 

When fee I a naked boy, before 
The tty^fliQlbV^at his bacJt he WQr0 • 
A pair of wings, and by his fide 
A crooked bow and quiver ty'd. 
«* My pretty angel 1 come, faid I, 
«' Coins to the fire» and do not cry'l^ ' 
I (trok'd fyi* neck and woaldsrt bare^ - 
And fqueea'd. the. water from, his hajpf < 
Then chaf d his little hands m nwfee, ' 
Aynd chear'd him, with a draught -of "wine. 
Recovered thus, fays he ;" Pdkilow, 
4t Whether the. rain has fpoiTd'«ny bow j - 
** Let's try'* — then (hot me with- a\km » ' 
The viaon* tbrobb'd, did ake and %art, !> 
AJsif a bee had ftung my. hear*: . ■ j 
«« Are thefe.yoiir thanks, ungratefctl- child, « .«:,.»: 
• • Are, tbefe. yqpr than** ?! WJV impoftor faril-frr* V 
" Farewell, my loyiag, hoft, iava.be ; . 
" All 's wejl 5 jny.bow *• unhurt* ,1 Teef 
"Jfut what a wretch Pvc ma<kof:thee V* 



nro*r» * 
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The pro/eft pTeas*d j the fun's unwelcome light 56 *i 
(That flowly-feem'd to move, and flack his flight) f 
Sunk in the Teas; from the fame feas arofe the fable f 
night j ' • J 

When, dealing through the dark, the crafty fair 
Unlocked the door, and gaiaM the open air j 
&ove'gave*4fter r courage 5 uhpercelvM (he went, 55 
Wrapp'd in t a veil, and reached the monument. 
Then fat' beneath th* appointed 'tree alone j 
But, by the glimmering of the Aiming moon, 
She fat not long, before from far (he (J>y*d 
A. lionefs approach the fountain-fide ; $q 

Fitrce* was ner' glare, her foamy paws in blood 
Of flaugtiter'tf bulls befmear'd, and foul with food jj 
Ftor, reeking from they prey,* the favageVame, 
To drown her thirft within the neighbouring ft ream. 
Affrighted Thifbe, trembling at the light, ' 65 

Fled to a* darkfom den, but in" her flight 
Her veil drbp'p'd off behini.' ' Dfcep.of the flood 
The monger drank, an,d, fatjate^tfl the wood 
Retorting, found the garment as it lay, 
And, torn with bloody feet, difpers'd It in her 
way. 70 

Belated Pyramus arriv'd,apd' found 
The mark' of favage feet along the fandy ground. > 
All jfale he turn'd ; but foqn as'he beheld 
The crimfon'd veftu,re fcatter'd o'er the, field, 
One nfght, he cry'd, two lovers mall deftroy ! 7 5 

She worthy to have liv'd long yeaisof jciy, 

* But 
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But mine 's the forfeit lift; unhappy m*RL J . • 

Twas I that flew thee, I ta* appointment made j 

To places full of death, thy innocence betray 'dj 

And came not fir ft myfelf— O hither hafte* 8* 

Ye lions ali, that roam this rocky wafte ! 

Tear my devoted entrails, gnaw, divide, 

And gorge your famine in my openM fide! 

But cowards call for death !— -Thus? having fpoke, 

The fatal garment from the ground he took* 85 

And bore it to the tree 5 ardent he kifs'd* 

And bath'd in lowing tears the well-known veft, 

Now take a fecond ft am, the lover faid, 

While from his fide he matched his fltarpen'd blade, 

And drove it in his groin $ then from the wound 90 

Withdrew the fteej, and ftaggering fell to ground : 

As when, a conduit broke, the ftreams (hoot high, 

Starting in fudden fountains through the Iky, 

So fpouts the living ftream, and fpf ihkled b'er 

The trees fair berries with a crimfon gore, og 

While, fapp'd in purple floods, the eonfcJout foot 

Tranfmits the ftain of murder to the fruit. 

The fair, who fear'd to difappoint her love, 
Yet trembling with the fright, forfook the grove, 
And fought the youth, impatient to relate i«o 

Her new adventure, and th* avoided fate* 
She faw the vary'd tree had loft its white, 
And doubting flood if that could be the right, 
Nor doubted long j for now her eyes beheld 
A dying perfoa fpurn the ftngufoc field. 105 

Aghaft 



For*trugglin£ flaves Hi lharpeT doom fofeWt, 

Than fuchas f&dp obetdicnt rb the chain. 

I own thy power 1 , almighty Love 1 Tm thine ? 15 

With 'prolong hands behold me here rehgn I 

Let this fubmintdVi linen my life obtain '; 

Small pra?fe 'fwiH be, if thus tiriarm'd Fm Jlain. 

Go, join thy Wf6tfccVs doves j with myrtle braid thy 

haftr*, 
The god of war himfelf a chariot (hall prepare ; a© 
Then thou triumphant through the ihouting throng 
Shalt ride, and move with art the willing birds along $ 
While captive youths and maids, in folemn ftate, 
Adorn the ftene* and.on thy triumph wait. 
*I*nere I, a later conqueft of tny tow, 
In chains will follow too ; and as I go, 
To pitying eyes the new-made wound will flio' 
Next, all that dare Love's fovereign power defy, 
In fetters fcotmd> inglorious mail paTs by : 
All mall fubmit to thee— -Th' appladdhfg crowd 3*0 
Shall lift their fcattd*; a** firfg thy prtiifc alb'ad. 
Soft looks toll in thy 'e^uipa^e appear; 
With ambrdus play, miftake; and fealous fear. 
Be this tHy guard; great Love !-*-be this th)f train 5 
Since thefe extend o'er men and gods thy reign j- 35 
But, robb'd of thefe, thy power is weak and vain. 
From heaven thy mother ftrall the pomp forvey, 
And, fmiling, fcatter fragrant ftiowers of rofes In thy 

way 5 
Whilft thou> array 'd in th J uhrival'd pride, 
On golden wheels, all gold thy felf, (halt tide : 40 

Thy 
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Thy fpreading wings (hall richeft diamonds wear, 

And gems ilia!] iparkle in thy lovely hair. 

Thus parting by, thy arm (hall hurl around 

Ten thou fa nd fires, ten thoufand hearts (hall wound. 

This is thy pi aft ice, Love, and this thy gain 5 45 

From this thou can ft not, if thou wou!d*ft, refrain j 

Since ev'nthy pretence, with prolific heat, 

Does reach the heart, and active flames create. 

From conquered India, fo the * Jovial God, 50 

Drawn o'er the plains by harnefs'd tigers, rode, 

Then fince, great Love, I take a willing place 

A mid ft thy fpoils, the facred {how to grace 5 

O ceafe to wound, and let thy fatal ftorg 

Of piercing (hafts be fpenton me no more. 55 

No more, too powerful m my charmer's eyes, 

Torment a (lave, that for her beauty dies j 

Or look in fmiles from thence, and I (hall be 

A (lave no longer, but a God, like thee! 



THE 

PICTURE. 

JT^ O M E, my Mule, a Venus draw j 

Not the fame the Grecians faw # 
By the fam'd Apelles wrought, 
Beauteous offspring of his thought. 
• Bacchus. 

F No 
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No fantaftic-^oddefs mine, 
Fi&ion far the does outfhine. 

Queen of fancy ! hither bring 
On thy gaudy- feather' d wing 
All the beauties of the fpring. 
Like the bee's irrftuitrious pains 10 

To collect his golden gains, 
So from every flower and plant 
•Gather firft th* immortal paint. 
Fetch me lilies, fetch me roles, 

Dailies, violets, cowflip-pofies. 1 5 

Amaranthus' parrot pride, 
Woodbines, Pinks, and what befide 
Does th* embroidered meads adorn, 
Where the fawns and fatyrs play 
In the merry month of May. 20 

Steal the blufh of opening morn j 
Borrow Cynthia's filver white, 
When (he mines at noon of night, 
Free from clouds to veil her light. 
• Juno's bird his tail (hall fpread, Z5 

Iris' bow its colours flied, 

All to deck this charming piece. 

Far furpafling ancient Greece. 
Firft her graceful ftature (how, 

Not too tall, not yet too low. 30 

Fat (lie muft not be, ndr lean j 

Let her fhape be ftraight and clean 5, 

Small her wafte, and, thence increaft* 

Gently fwells her rifing breaft, 

Next, 
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Next, in comely order trace 35 

A41 the glories of her face. 
Paint her neck of Ivory, 
Smiling cheeks, ancf forehead high, 
Ruby lips, and fparkling eyes, 
Whence refiftlcfs lightning flies. 40 

FooHfh Mufe ! what haft thou done ? 
Scarce th* Outlines are yet begun, 
Ere thy penciPs thrown afide ! 
*Tis no matter, Love reply *d 5 
(Love's unlucky God ftood by) 
At one ftroke behold how I 
Will th* unfinirtTd draught fupply. 

Smiling then he took his dart, 
And drew her picture in my heart* 
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BARN-ELMS. 

T ET Phoebus his Tate happinefs rehearfe, 
'^ And grace Barn-Elms with never-dying verfei 
Smooth was the Thames, his waters fieeping lay, 
UnwakM by winds that o'er the furface play ; 
"\Vhen th* early god, arifing from the Eaft, 5 

J^ifclos'd the golden dawn, with bluflies drelh 
firft in the ftream his own bright form he fees, 
But brighter forms mine through the neighbouring 
tr-ees. 

F * He 
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He fpeeds the riflng day, and lheds his light ' 
Redoubled on the grove, to gain a nearer fight. 10 
Not with more fpeed his Daphne he purfucd, . 
Nor fairLeucothoe with fuch pleafure view'd j 
Five dazzling nymphs in graceful pomp appear} 
He thinks his Daphne and Leucothoe here, 
Join'd with that heavenly three, who on mount Ide 1 5 
Descending once the prize of beauty try'd. 

Ye verdant Elms, that towering grace this grove. 
Be facred ftill to Beauty, and to Love ! • 
No thunder break, nor lightning glare between 
Your t willed boughs, but fuch as then was fean. ao 
The grateful fun will every morning rife 
Propitious here, fainting from the ikies 
Your lofty tops, indulg'd with fweeteft air, 
And every fpring your lofles he'll repair 5 
Nor his own laurels more (hall be his care. 21 
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ON THE FRIENDSHIP OP 

PHOEBE AND ASTERIA; 

AND THE SICKNESS OF THE FORMER. 

A N altar raife to Friendfliip's holy flame, 
Infcrib'd with Phoebe's and After ia's name ! 
Around it mingled in a folemn band, 
Let Phoebe's lovers, and Afteria's ftand, 

With 
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With fervent vows t 1 attend the facrifice j 
While rich perfumes from melted gums arife, 
To bribe for Phoebe's health the partial ikies. 

Forbid it, Love, that fickly bJafts con fume 
The flower of beauty in its tender bloom ! 
Shall (he To foon to her own heaven retire, 19 

Who gave £0 oft, yet never felt thy fire ? 
Who late at fplendid feafts fo graceful (hone, 
By pleating fmiles and numerous conquefts known ; 
Where, r midft the brightest nymphs, (he bore the 

prize 
From all— from all but her Afteria's eyes, 15 

Behold *the maid, who then fecure repell'd 
The (hafts of Love, by fainting ficknefs quell'd 1 
(As Beauty-s goddefs once a wound fuftain'd, 
Not from herfon, but from a * mortal's hand) 
Afteria too forgets her fprightly charms, a# 

And drooping lies within her Phoebe's arms. 

Thus in romantic hi (lories we read 
Of tournaments by Tome great prince decreed, 
Where two companion-knights their lances wield 
With matchlefs force, and win, from all, the field ; 25 
Till one, overheated in the courfe, retires, 
And feels within his veins a fever's fires 5 
His grieving friend his laurels throws away, 
And mourns the dear-bought triumphs of the day. 

So uricl: 's the union of this tender pair, 30 

What Heaven decrees for one, they both mud (hare. 

• Dioinedes. 

F 3 Like 
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Lijce meeting rivers, in one ftream they flow, 

And no divided joys or forrows know. 

Not the bright * twins, prefer'd in heaven to ftiine, 

Fair Leda'ft Tons, in fuch a league could join. 35 

One foul, as fables tell, by turns fupply'd 

That heavenly pair, by turns they liv'd and dy'd : 

But thefe have fworn a match lefs fympathy, 

They'll live together, or together die. 

When Heaven did at Afteria's binh beftow 40 
Thofe lavifli charms, with which flie wounds us fo, 
To form her glorious mind, it did infpire 
A double portion of th* setherial (ire, 
That half might afterward be thence convey'd, 
To animate that other lovely maid. 45 

Thus native inftinft does their hearts combine, 
In knots too clofe for Fortune to untwine. 

So India boa ft 8 a tree, that fpreads around 
It« amorous boughs, which bending reach the ground. 
Where taking root again* the branches raife 50 

A fecond tree to meet its fond embrace ; 
Thert fide by fide the friendly neighbours thrive, 
Fed by one fap, and in each other live. 

Of Phoebe's health we need not fend to know 
How Nature ftrives with her invading foe, 55 

What fymptoim good or ill each day arife j 
We read thofe changes in Afteria's eyes. 
Thus in fome cryftal fountain you may f,?y 
The face of Heaven, and the reflected fky, 



• Caftor and Pollux. 



See 
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See what black clouds arife, when tempefts lour, 60 
Anil gathering mi (Is portend a falling mower, 
And when the fan breaks out, with conquering ray 
To chace the darknefs, and reltore the day. 

Such be thy fate, bright maid ! from this decline 
Arife rencwM the charms, and doubly fhinel 65 

And as that dawning planet was addreft 
With offerM incenfe by th* adoring taft, 
So we'll with fongs thy glad recovery greet, 
The Mufefliall lay her prcfents at thy feet ; 
With open arms, Afteria mall receive 70 

The deareft pledge propitious Heaven can give, 
FannM by thefe winds, your friendmip's generous fire 
Shall burn more bright, and to fuch heights afpire, 
The wondering world mall think you from above 
Come down to teach how happy angels love. 75 

SONG. 



t*A ME of Dorinda's conqueft brought 
The god of love her charms to view 5 
To wound th* unwary maid he thought, 
But foon became her conqueft too. 

II. 

He dropp'd, half drawn, his feeble bow, 5 

He look'd, he rav'd, and fighing pin'd ; 
And wifh'd in vain he had been now, 
As painters falfly draw himfelf, blind. 

' F 4 III. Dik 
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III. 
DtfarmM, he to his mother flies j 
Help, Venus, help the wretched fon I 10 

Who now will pay us facrifice r 
For Love himfelf's, alas ! undone. 

IV. 
To Cupid now no lover's prayer 
Shall be addrefsM in fuppliant fighs ; 
My darts are gone, but oh beware > 15 

Fond mortals, of Dorinda's eyes. 



T O 

OCTAVIA INDISPOSED. 

A Round your couch while fighing lovers view 
Wit, beauty, goodnefc, fuflfering all in you } 
So mournful is the fcene, 'tis hard to tell 
Which face betrays the fick, or who is welL 
They feel not their own pains, while yours they (hare, 
Worfe tortur'd now, than lately by defpair. 
For bleeding veins a like relief is found, 
When iron red-hot by burning flops the wound. 
Grant, Heaven, they cry, this moment our defire, 
To fee her well, though, we the next expire. . 10 



BEAUTY 
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BEAUTY akd.HUSIC. 
I. 

\7"E fwains, whom radiant beauty- moves, 
■"• Or mufic's art with founds divine, 
Think how the rapturous charm improves, 
Where two fuch gifts celeftial join j 

II. 
Where Cupid's bow, and Phoebus* lyre, c, 

In the fame powerful hand are found ; 
Where lovely eyes inflame defire, 
While trembling notes are taught to wound. 

III. 
Inquire not who's the matchefs fair, 
That can this double death beftow : jo ' 

If young Harmonia's drains you hear, 
Or view her eyes, loo well you'll know, 

CUPID 's REVIEW. 

f 1 U P I D, furvey thy mining train around 

Of favorite nymphs, for conqueft moft renown' J j 
The lovely warriors that in bright array 
Thy power fupport, and propagate thy (way. 
Then fay what beauteous general wilt thou choofe, 5 
To lead the fair Brigade againft thy rebel foes ? 

Behold the god advance in comely pride, 
Arm'd with bis bow, his quiver by. his fide. 

Inferior 
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Inferior Cupids on their matter wait ; 

He fmiles well-pieas'd, and waves his wings in ftate. 

His little hands imperial trophies bear, 

And laurel-wreaths to grace th' elecled fair. 

Hyde-Park th* fcene for the Review he r.anVd, 
Hyde-Park for pleafure and for beauty fanVd. 
Whete, oft from weftern fkies the god of light t$ 
Sees new-arifing Urns, than his more bright ; 
Then fets in bluflies, and conveys his fire 
To diftant lands, that more his beams require* 
And now the charming candidates appear. 
Behold Britannia's victor graces there, ao 

Who vindicate their country's ancient claim 
To Love's pre-eminence, and Beauty's fame. 
Some, who, at Anna's court, in honour rais'd, 
Adorn birth-rights, by crowding nations prais'd ; 
Preferv'd in Kneller% pictures ever young, 25 

In ftrains immortal by the Mufes fung. 

Around the ring th* illuftrious rivals move, 
And teach to Love himfelf the power of love. 
Scarce, though a god, he can with fafety gaze 
On glory fo profufe, fuch mingled rays $ 30 

For Love had eyes on this important day, 
And Venus from his forehead took the blinding cloth 
away. 

Here Mira pafs'd, and nVd bis wondering view, 
Her perfect (h.ipe dtftingitiftVd praifes drew $ 
Tall, beauteous, and majeftic to the fight, 35 

She led the train, and fparkled in the light* 

There 
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There Stella claims the wreath, and pleads her eyes, 
By which each day fome new adorer dies. 

Serena, by good-humour doubly fair, 
With native fweetnefs charms, and fmiling air. 40 
While Flora's youthful years and looks difptay 
The bloom of ripening fruits, the innocence of May, 
The opening fweets that months of pleafure bring. 
The dawn of Love, and life's indulgent fprine. 

'Twere endlefs to defcribe the various darts, 4L5 
With which the fair are arm'd to conquer hearts. 
Whatever can the raviftYdfoul infpire 
With tender thoughts, and animate defire, 
All arts and virtues mingled in the train ; 
And long the lovely rivals ftrove in vain, 
While Cupid unrefolv'd (till fearchM around the \ 

plain. 

O ! could I find, faid Love, the phoenix (he* 
In whom at once the feveral charms agree ; 
That phcenix (he the laurel crown fhould have, 
And Love himielf with pride become her (lave. 55 

He fcarce had fpoke, when fee— Harmonia came ! 
Chance brought her there, and not defire of fame, 
Unknowing of the choice, till (he beheld 
The god appioach to crown her in the field. 
TtV unwilling maid, with wondrous modefty, 60 

Difclaim'd her right, and put the laurel by s 
Warm bluflies on her tender cheeks arife, 
And double foftnefs beautify "d her eyes. 

At this, more charnVd, the rather 1 beftow, 
$aid Love, thefe honours you in vain forego ; 6$ 

Take 



4 

thef 
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Take then the wreath, which you, vi&orious fair. 
Have moft deferv'd, yet leaft affett to wear. 



TO A BEAUTIFUL LADY, 

i 

PLAYING ON THE ORGAN. 

I 
i 

'IXT'HEN fam'd Csecilta on the Organ play'd, I 

And fill'd with moving founds the tuneful 

ft ame, 

Drawn by the charm, to hear the facred maid, 

■ From heaven, 'tis faM, a liftening angel came. 

Thus ancient legends would our faith abufe $ 5 

In vain for were the bold tradition true, 
While your harmonious touch that charm renews, 

Again the feraph would appear to you. 
O happy fair 1 in whom with pureft light 

Virtue's united beams with Beauty's mine? • 10 
Should heavenly guefts defcend to blefs our fight, 

What form more lovely could they wear than thine ? 



S ON N E T. 

JE mourrax de trop de plaifir 
Si je la trouve favourable $ 
Je mourrai d«j trop de defir 
• Se je la trouve mexoiabie* 

Ainfi 



SONNET. 71 

Ainfi je ne fjaurois guerir 5 

Dc la douleur qui me poflfede $ 

Je furs aflure de perir 

Par le mal, ou par le remede. 



In Englifb. 

T DIE with too tranfporting joy, 
If flie I love rewards my fire 5 
If (he's inexorably coy, 

With too much paflion I expire. 

No way the fates afford to /hun 
The cruel torment 1 endure 5 

Since I am doonVtl to be undone 
By the difeafe or by the cure. 



T O 
A P A I N T E JR. 

T> A I N T E R, if thou canft fafely gaze 

•*■ On all the.wonders of that face j 

If thou haft charms to guard a heart 

Secure by fecrets of thy art ; 

O 1 teach the mighty charm, that we 5 

May gaze fccurely too, like thee. 

Canft 
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To twirl a fan, to pleafe fome foolifli beau, i 

And fing an empty fang, the mod they know \ I 

In body weak, more impotent of mind. 45 1 

Thus fome have reprefented woman-kind. 

But you, your fex's champion, are come forth 

To fight their quarrel, and aflei t their worth 5 

Our Salick law of wit you have de&roy'd, 

EftabliAVd female claim, and triumphed o'er our pride* 

While we look on, and with repining eyes 

Behold you bearing offfo rich a prize, 

Spite of ill -nature, we are forcM V approve 

Such dazzling charms, and fpite of envy love. 

Nor is this all th' applaufe that is your due, 35 
You ftand th* firA of ftage- reformers too j 
No vicious drains pollute your moral fcene, 
Chaite are your thoughts, and your expreffion clean $ 
Strains fuch as yours the ftri&eft teft will bear : 
Sing boldly then, norbufy cenfurefear, . 40 ] 

Your virgin voice offends no virgin -ear. 
Proceed, in tragic numbers to difclofe 
Strange turns of fate, and unexpected woes. 
Reward, and punifli ! awfully difpenfe 
Heaven's judgments, and declare a Providence ; 45 
Nor let the comic Mufe your labours fhare, 
* Tis meannefs, after this, the fock to wear : 
Though that too merit praife, 'tis nobler toil 
T' extort a tear, than to provoke a fmile. 
What handj that can defign a hiftory, 50 

Would copy low-land boors at Snic-a-Snee ? 

Accept 






DIVINE POETRY. St 

Accept this tribute, madam, and excufe 
The hafty captures of a Granger Mufe. 
1608. 



ON 

DIVINE POETRY, 

TN Nature's golden age, when new-born day 
A Array'd the Ikies, and earth was green and gay % 
When God, with pleafure, all his works furvey'd, 
And virgin innocence before him play'd ; 
In that ill urinous morn, that lovely fpring, 5 

The Mufe, by Heaven infpir'd, began to fing. 
Defcending Angels, in harmonious lays, 
Taught the firft happy pair their Maker's praife* 
Such was the facred art— We now deplore 
The Mufe's lofs, fince Eden is no more. s* 

When Vice from hell rear'd up its hydra- head, 
Th' affrighted maid, with chafte Afti aea, fled, 
And fought protection in her native Iky 5 
In vain the heathen Nine her abfence would fupply. 

Yet to fome few, whofe daztling virtues (hone 1 5 
In ages paft, her heavenly charms were known. 
Hence learn'd the bard, in lofty Grains to tell 
How patient Virtue triumphed over hell ; 
And hence the chief, who led the chofen race 
Through parting fcas, derived his fongs of praife : ?• 
G Site 
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She gave the rapturous ode, whofe ardent lay 

Sings female force, and vanquinYd St fen j 

She tun*d to pious noies the pfMmiiVs lyre, • 

And filTd Ifaiah's breaft with more than Pindar's fire! 



S O N G. 

WRITTEN FOR THE LATE DUKE OF 
GLOUCESTER'S BIkTH-DAY. 

I. 

TXTHILE Venus in her inowy arms 

* * The God of battles held, 

'And foothVl him with her tender charms, 

Victorious from the field j 
By chance fhe call a lovely fmile, 5 

Propitious, down to earth, 
And vrew'd in Britain^ happy ifle 
v Great Gloucester's glorious birth. 

II. 

Look, Mars, fhe faid ; look down, and fee 

A child of royal race ! 10 

Let'« crown the bright Nativity 
With every princely grace : 

Thy heavenly image let me bear, 
And fliine a Mars below 5 

From you his mind to warlike care, t$ 

* I'ii fufter gifts be flow. 

III. Thus 



•ON A PEACOCK. ' f| 

III. 

Thus at his birth two deities 

Then- bleflings did impart ; 
And love* was breath'd into his eyes, 

And glory form'd his heart. 20 

His childhood makes of war a game; 

Betimes his beauty charms 
The fair ; who burn'd with equal flame 
' For him, as he for arms. 
1699. 



N A v 

: P E A C O C K, 

FINELY CUT IN VELLUM 

BY MOLINDA. 

*\X7" HEN Fancy did Molinda's hand invite, 

Without the help of colour, (hade, or light, 
To form. in vellum, fpotlefs as her mind, 
The faireft image of the feather'd k»nd, 
Nature herfelf a Ariel attendance paid, 5 

CharnVd with th* attainments of th* illuftrious maid, 
Inlpii'd her thought, and, fmiling, faid, I'll fee 
How well this fair-one's art can copy me. 

So to her favourite Titian once (he came> 
To guide his pencil, and attcJi his fame, 10 

\ * G 2 And 



} 
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With tranfport granting ail that (he could give, 
And bid his Works to wondering ages live. 

Nor wjth lefs tranfport here the goddefs feet 
The curious piece advance by (low degrees $ 
At laft fuch lkill in every part was fliown, r5 

It feem'd a new creation of her own ; 
She ftarts,to view the finiftiM figure rife, 
And fpread his ample train, enrichM with eyes § 
To fee, with lively grace, his form expreft, 
The (lately honours of his rifing creft, 10 ] 

His comely wings, and his foft filky bread ! 
The leaves of creeping vines around him play. 
And Nature's leaves lefs perfect feem than they. 

O matchlefs bird ! whofe race, with niceft care, 
Heaven feems in pleafure to have form'd fo fair ! 25 
From whofe gay plumes ev'n Phoebus with delight 
Sees his own rays reflected doubly bright ! 
Though numerous rivals of the wing there be 
That (hare our praife, when not compar'd to thee r 
Soon as thy rifing glories ft tike our eyes, SO 

Their beauty (nines no more, their luftre dies. 
So when Molinda, with fuperior charms, 
Dazzles the ring, and other nymphs diform?, 
To her the rallying Loves and Graces fly, 
And, fixing there, proclaim the victory. 35 

No wonder, then, Jince (he was born t'excell, 
This bird's fair image (he defcribes fo well : 
Happy, as in fome temple thus to ftand, 
ortaliz'd by hci fuccefsful hand. 

€ II 
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O N 

LUCINDA'S TEA-TABLE. 

DOETS invoke, when they rehearfc 

In happy (trains their plea ling dreams. 
Some Mule unfeen to crown their rerfe, 
And boaft of Heliconian itreams : 

But here, a real Mule infpires $ 

(Who more reviving (beams imparts) 

Our fancies with the Poets fires, 
And with a nobler flame our hearts. 

While from her hand each honour M goeft 

Receives his cup with liquor crown'd, 10 

He thinks 'tis Jove's immortal feaft, 
And Venus deals thene&ar round. 

As o'er each fountain, Poets fing, 

Some lovely guardian-nymph has fway, 

Who from the con fee rated f pring 1 5 

Wild beafts and fatyrs drives away : 

So hither dares no ravage prefs, 

Who Beauty's fovereign power defies 5 

AH, drinking here, her charms confers, 
Proud to be conquer'd by her eyes. to 

G s When 
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When Phoebus try'd his herbs in vain 

On Hyacinth, had fhe been there, 
With tea (he would have cur'd the fwain, 

Who only then had dy'd for her, 
January i, 1701. 

T H B . 

M A R C "H. 

T 7l&oria comes ! flie leaves the forag'd groves ! 
. Her flying camp of Graces and of Loves 
Strike all theik tents, and for the march prepare, 
And to new fcenes of triumph wait the fair. 

Unlike the Slave's which other warriors gain, 5 

That loath fubje&ion, and would break their chain, . 
Her rural flaves their abfent victor mourn, 
And wi(h not' liberty, but her return. 
The conquer'd countries droop, while (lie's away, 
And (lowly to the fpring their contribution pay* 10 
While cooing turtles, doubly nqw alone, 
With their Joft loves another lofs bemoan. 

Mean time in peopled cities crouds prefs on, 
And jealous fe$m who (hall be firft undone. 
Victories, like Fame, before th* invader fly, 15 

And lovers yet unfeeing hafte to die. 
While -(he, with carelefs undated mind, 
Hears daily coriquefts which (he ne'er defign'd : v 

In her a foft, yet cruel heart is fountl, 
Averse to cure, and vainl^grjevM to wound. 20 

WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN IN A LADY'S PRAYER-BOOK. 

QO fair a form, with fuch devotion join'd ! 

A virgin body, and a fpptlefs mind ! 
Pleas'd with her prayers, while Heaven propitious fees 
The lovely votarefs on her bended knees, 

Sure it muft think fome angel loft its way, 5 

And happening on our wretched earth to ftray ; 
Xir'd with our follies, fain would take its flight, 
And begs to be reftor'd to thofe bleft realms of light. 

ODE on the SPRING. 

FOR THE MONTH OF MAY. 

I. 

TITANTON Zephyr, come away I 
*^ On this fweet, this filent gfove, 

Sacred to the Mufe and Love, , 
In gentle wifper'd murmurs play ! 
Come let thy foft, thy balmy bretxe £ 

DirTufe thy vernal fweets around 
From fprouting flowers, and blolTom'd trees 5 
While hills and echoing vales relbund 
\yith notes, which wing'd muficians fuig 
In honour to the bloom of fpiing. *<* 

G 4 II. Lovely 
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II. 

. Lovely feafon of defire t 

Nature fmilcs with joy to fee 

The amorous months led on by thee, 
That kindly wake her genial fire* 
The brighteft objeft in the Ikies, 1.5 

The f aire ft lights that thine below,, 
The fun, and Mira's charming eye?, 
At thy return more charming grow & 
With double glory they appear, 
To warm and grace the infant year. »• 



HORACE, 

ode nr. hook 111. 

The defign of this Ode was to infinuate to Auguftus. 
the danger of transferring the fe^t of the empire 
from Rome to Troy, which we are informed ht 
once entertained thoughts of. 

I* 

*TpHE man to right inflexibly inclinM, 

Poifmg on Virtue's bafe his mind, 
Refts in himfelf fecure, 
Indiflolubly firm in good $ 
Let tempefts rife, and billows rage, 5 

All rock within, he can unmov'd endure 

Th« foaming fury of the flood, 
When bellowing winds their jarring troop* engage, 

or 
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Or wafteful civil tumults roll 'along 

With fiercer ftrength, and louder roar* >o 

Drif ing the torrent of the throng, 

And gathering into power. 
Let a proud tyrant caft a killing frown ; 
Or Jove in angry thunder on the world look down ; 

Nay, let the frame of Nature crack, »j 

And all the fpacious globe on high, 

Shattered with univerfal rack, 

Come tumbling from the fky i 

Yet he'll furvey the horrid fcene 

With fteady courage and undaunted mien, so 
The only thing ferene ! 
II. 

Thus Pollux, and great HercuTes, 
Roam'd through the world, and bled the nations round, 

Till, rais*d at length to heavenly palaces, 
Mankind, as Gods, their benefactions crown'd, 25 
With thefe, Auguftus (hall for ever fhine, 
And ftain his rofy Jips in cups divine. 
Thus his fierce tigers dauntlefs Bacchus bear ; 
The glaring favages refift in vain, 
Impatient of the bit, and fretting on the rein \ 50 
Through yielding clouds he drives th* impetuous car* 
Great Romulus purfued the mining trace, 

And leapt the lake, where all 

The reft of mortals fall, 
And with his * father's hoifts fcour'd the fame bright 
airy race. 35 

• Romulas was fttppofcd to be the fon of Mars by 
the prieftefs Ilia* 

Then 
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III. 

Then in full fenate of the deities, 

Settling the feats of power, and future fate, 
Juno began the high debate, 
And with this righteous fentence pleas'd the ikies: . 
" O Troy! flie faid, O hated Troy! ^ 

"A * foreign woman, and a f boy, 
" Lewd, partial, and unjuft, 
" Shook all thy proudeft towers to duft j 
** Inclined to ruin from the time, 
" Thy king did mock two powers divine, 45 
" And ras'd thy fated walls in perjury, 
" But doubly damn'd by that offence, 
" Which did Minerva's rage incenfe, 

" And ofrerM wrong to me. 
*' No more the treacherous ravilher 50 

«' Shines in full pomp and youthful charms 5 

€t Nor Priam's impious houfe with He&or's fpear, 

** Repels the violence of Grecian arms, 

" Our feuds did long embroil the mortal rout, 

" At laft the ftorm is fpent, 55 

t " My fury with it ebbing out, 

" Thefe terms of peace content ; 
" To Mars I grant among the flars a place 
" For his fon Romulus, or Trojan race 5 
" Here fhall he dwell in thefe divine abodes, 60 

» " Drink of the heavenly bewl, 
,*{ And in his (hining court his name enrol, 

* Helen, + P»«s. 

"With. 
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«' With the ferene and ever- vacant gods 5 
«' While feas (hall rage between his Rome and Troy, 
" The horrid diftance breaking wide, • 6 J 

«**The banifhM Trojans (liall the globe enjoy, 

" And reign in every place befide ; 
«* While beads infult my • judge's duft, and hide 
" Their litter in his curfed tomb, 
" The (hining capitol of Rom« 70 

" Shall overlook the world with auful pride, 
<* And Parthians take their law from that eternal 
. " dome. 

V. ' 
" Let Rome extend her fame to every more; ' * 

«' And let no banks or mounds retrain % • 

«• Th* impetuous torrent of her wide command 5 75 
?« The feas from. Europe, Afiick part in vain r 
" Swelling above thofe floods, her power • 
" Shall, like its Nile, o'erflow the Libyan land* •• 
" Shining in poliuVd fteel, me dares 
«« The glittering beams of gold defpife, So 

" Gold the great fource of human cares, * 

" Hid wifely deep from mortal eyes, * 

cc Till, fought in evil hour by hands unblcfr, 

" Opening the dark abodes, 
* c There iffued fqrth a direful train of woes, ' ' g$ 

" That give mankind no reft ; 
« For gold, devoted to th' infernal gods, . * 

« No native, human. ufes knows. * 

1 » % 

• Paris. 

VI. "Where- 
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VI. - 

•• Where'er great Jove did place 

" The bounds of nature yet unfeen, ^ 

" He meant a goal of glory to the race 

" The Roman arms mail win : 
" Rejoicing, onward they approach 
" To view the outworks of the world, 
" The madding fires, in wild debauch, 95 

" The fnows and rains unborn, in endlefs eddies 
" whirl'd ! 

VII. 
" *Tis I, O Rome, pronounce thefe fates behind, 
u But will thy reign with this condition bind, 
«• That no falfe filial piety, 
" In idle fhapes deluding thee, joe 

«« Or confidence of power, 
u Tempt thee again to raife a Trojan tower $ 

" Troy, plac'd beneath malignant ftars, 
t- " Haunted with omens ftill the fame, 
" Rebuilt mall but renew the former ftame, ' 105 
" Jove's wife and filler leading oh the wars, 
" Thrice let her thine with bra2en walls, 
" Rear'd up by heavenly hands ; 
• " And thrice in fatal duft (he falls, 

" By faithful Grecian bands 5 no 

" Thrice the dii-e fcene mail on the world return, 
*' And captive wives again their fons and iuifbands 
w mourn*** 

But 
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But ftop, prefumptuous Mufe, thy daring flight. 

Nor hope, in thy weak lyrick lay, 

The heavenly language to difplay, 115 

Or bring the counfels of the gods to light. 



GREENWICH -PARK. 

'T 1 H £ Paphian ifle was once the bled abode 

Of beauty's goddefs and her archer-god. 
There blifsful bowers and amorous (hades were feen, > 
Fair cyprefs walks, and myrtles ever green. 
'Twas there, furrounded by a hollowed wood, 5 

Sacred to love, a fplendid temple ftood } 
Where altars were with coftly gums perfum'd, 
And lovers fighs arofe, and fmoke from hearts con- 
futed. 
Till, thence remov'd, the queen of beauty flies 
To Britain, famM for bright victorious eyes. 19 

Here-fix'd, (hechofe a fweeter feat for Love, 
And Greenwich Park is now her Cyprian grove. 

Nor fair Parnaflus with Jhis bill can vie, 
Which gently fwells into the wondering flcy, 
Commanding all that can tranfport our fight, |$ 
And varying with each view the frefli delight. 
From hence my Mufe prepares to wing her way, 
And wanton/like the Thames, through fmiling meads 

would ftray, 
Defcribe the groves beneath, the fylvan bowers, 
The river's winding train, and great Augufta's towers. 

But 
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But fee !— a- ltving pro(pe£t drawing near 
At once tranfparts, and raifes awful fear! 
LoVe's favourite band, fele&ed to maintain 
His choiceft* triumphs, and fupport his reign. 
Mufe, pay thy homage here — Yet oh beware ! 
And draw the glorious fcene with artful care, 
Far foolifk praife is fatire on the fair- 

Behold where bright Urania does advance, 
And lightens through the trees with every glance ! * 
A carelefs pleai'ure in her air is feen } ' 30 

Diana (nines with fuch a graceful mien, 
When in her darling woods flie's feignM to rove, 
f he chaq* put filing, and avoiding love. 
At flying deer the goddefs boafts her aim, 
But Cupid fliews^he nymph a nobler game* 3-j 

Th* unerring ihafts fo various fly around, 
Tis hard to fay which gives the deeped: wound. 
Or if with greater glory we fubmit, 1 

S^rc'd by her eyes, her humour, or her wit. ! 

See nexf her charming fifter, young and gay, 4.^ 
In beauty's bloom like the fweet month of May ! 
The fportfol nymph once io the neighbouring grove 
Surprized by chance the fleeping god of love ; ' 

l^ts head reclin'd upon a tuft of green, 
And by him fcatter*d lay his arrows bright and keen y 
She ty'd his wings, and dole his wanton darts, 
Then, laughing, wak'd the tyrant lord of hearts j 
He fmil'd,— and faid — 'Tis well, infulting fair 1 
Yet how you fport with fleeping Love beware I 
ftjy lofs of darts I quickly can fupply, $» 

Yojjr looks fhall triumph for Love's deity 2 

And 
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And though you row my feeble power difdain, 
You once perhaps may feel a lover's pain. 

Though Helen's form, and Cleopatra's charms, 
The boaft <5f fame, once kindled dire alarms : 55 
Thofe dazzling lights the world no more muft view, 
And fcarce would think the bright dcfcription true, 
D?d not that ray of beauty, more divine, 
In Mira's eyes by tran (migration mine. 
Htr fhipe, her air, proportion, lovely face, 60 

And matcMefs fkn content with rival grace ; 
And Venus' felf, proud of th" officious aid, 
With all her charms adorns th' illuftrious maid. 

But haik ! — what more than mortal founds are 
thefe ? 
J5e ftill, ye whifpering winds, and moving trees 1 65 
A fccond Mira does all hearts furprize, 
At once victorious wirh her voice and eyes. 
Her eyes alone can tendered love infpire, 
Her heavenly voice improves the young defire. 
So weftern gales in fragrant gardens play 
On buds produe'd by the fun's quickening ray, 
And fpread them into life, and gently chide their 

ftay. 

We court chat (kill, by which we'fe fure to die> 
The modeft fair would fain our fuit deny, 
And fings unwillingly, with trembling fear, 7a* 

As ifconcern'd our ruin is fo near; 
So generous victors fofteft pity know, 
And with reluctance ftrike the fatal blow. 

Engaging 
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Engaging Cynthia 's arm'd with every grace j 
Her lovely mind mines ch earful through her face, 
A facred lamp in a fair cryftal cafe. 
Not Venus- dar, thebrighted of the fphcre, 
Smiles fo ferene, or cads a light fo clear, 
O happy brother of this wondrous fair ! 
The bed of fifters well deferves thy care j S5 

Her (ighing lovers, who in crouds adore. 
Would wifh thy place, did they not wifli for more. 
What angels are, when we defire to know, 
We form a thought by fuch as the below, 
And thence conclude they're bright beyond compare, 
Composed of all that's good, and all that's fair. 

There yet remains unnam'd a dazzling throng 
Of nyiftphs, who to thefe happy (hades belong. 
O Venus! lovely queen of foft defires ! 
For ever dwell where fuch fupply thy fires ! 95 

May Virtue, dill with Beauty (hare the fway, 
And the glad world with willing zeal obey 1 



T O 
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^T'H* infpiring Mufes and the God of Love, 

Which mod mould grace the fair Molinda drove 
Love arm'd her with his bow and keened darts, 
The Mules more enrich'd her mind with arts. 

Through 
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Though Greece in mining temples heretofore 5 

Did Venus and Minerva's powers adore, 
The ancients thought no fingle goddefs fit, 
To reign at once o'er Beauty and o'er Wit ; 
Each was a feparate claim j till now we find 
The different titles in Molinda join*d. 10 

From hence, when at the court, the park, the play, 
She gilds the evening, or improves the day, 
All eyes regard her with tranfpoi ting fire, 
One fex with -envy bums, and one with fierce defirej 
But when, withdrawn from public (how and noife, 15 
In filent works her fancy (he employs, 
A fmiling train of Art? around her ft and, 
And court improvement from her curious hand. 
She, their bright patronels, o'er all prefjdes, 
.And with like fld.l the pen and needle guides 5 20 
By this we fee gay filken land (kips wrought, 
By that the land(kip of a beauteous thotight : 
Whether her voice in tuneful airs (he moves, - 
Or cuts dificmbled flowers and paper groves, 
Her voice tranfports the ear with foft delight, 25 

Her flowers and groves furprize the raviflVd fight $ 
Which ev*n to Nature's wonders we prefer 5 
All but that wonder Nature form'd in her. 
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A LETTER 

T O 

A FRIEND IN THE COUNTRY- 

^l7^7HILSTthou art happy in a bleft retreat, 

And free from care doft rural fongs repeat* 
Whilft fragrant air fans thy poetic fire, 
And pleafont groves with fprightly notes infpfre, 
(Groves, whofe recefTes and refVeming (hade 5. 

Indulge tir invention, and the judgment aid) 
1, 'midft thefinoke -and clamours of the town, 
That choke my Mufe, and weigh my fancy down, 
Pafs my una&ive hours ;■ 

In fuch an air, how can foft numbers flow^ i» 

Or in fuch foil the facred laurel grow ? 
All we can fcoaft of the poetic fire, 
Are but fome fparks that foon as born expire. 

Hail happy woods ! harbouis of peace and joy !* 
Where no black cares the mind's repofe deftroy ! 1 5 
Where grateful Silence unmotefted reigns, 
Aflifts the Mufe, and quickens all her Grains. 
Such were the fcenes of our firft parents' love, 
In Eden's groves with equal flames they ftrove, 
While warbling birds,, foft whifpering breaths of 
wind, 26 

And murmuring dreams, to grace their nuptials joined. 
Ml Nature foiil'd j the plains were frefli and green, 

nftoinM the fountains, and the heavens ferene. 

Ye 
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Ye bleft remains of that illuftrious age ! 
Delightful fprings and woods !— 25 

Might I with you xny peaceful days live o'er, 
You, and my friend, whofe abfence I deplore, 
Calm as a gentle brook's unruffled tide 
Should the delicious flowing minutes glide ; 
Difcharg'd of care, on unfrequented plains, 30 

We'd fing of rural joys in rural'ftrains. 
No falfe corrupt delights our thoughts mould move, 
But joys of friendfliip, poetry, and love. 
While others fondly feed ambition's fire, 
And to the top of human liare afpire, 35 

That from their airy eminence they may - ; ■-■: 
With pride and fcorn th* inferior world furvey, 
Here we mould dwell obfcurc, yet happier far 1 
they. 
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HORACE, 

BOOK I. ODE XXU. 

** Integer vita?, fcelertfque purus, 

" Non eget Mauri jaculis, r.eque arcu," $t. 

IMITATED IN PARAPHRASE. 
I. 

XJ £ N CE flavifli fear ! thy Stygian wings d'tC, 

play 1 
Thou ugly fiend of hell, away I 

H % , Wfapp'd 
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WrappM in thick clouds, and (hades of night, 
To confcious fouls direft thy flight ! 
There brood on guilt, fix there a loath'd embrace, 
And propagate vain terrors, frights, 
Dreams, goblins, and imagined fprights, 
Thy vifionary tribe, thy black and monftrous race. 
Go, haunt the (lave that ftains his hands in gore ! 
Poflefj the perjur'd mind, and rack the Ufurer more, 
Than his oppreflion did the poor before. 
II. 
Vainly, you feeble wretches, you prepare 
t The glittering forgery of war 5 

The poifon'd (haft, the Parthian bow, and fpear 
Like that the warlike Moor is wont to wield, 15 
Which pois'd and guided from his ear' 
He hurls impetuous through the fiejd : 
In vain you lace the helm, and heave in vain the 
(hield j 
He's only fafe, whole armour *of defence 

Is adamantine innocence. *o 

III. 
If o'er the fteepy Alps he go, 
Vaft mountains of eternal mow, 
Or where fam'd Ganges and Hydafpes flow 5 
If o'er parch'd Libya's defart land, 
Where threatening from afar 25 

Th* affrighted traveller 
Encounters moving hills of fand ; 
No fenfe of danger can difturb his xcft 3 
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He fears no human force, nor favage bead ; 
Impenetrable courage fteels his manly bread. 30 

IV. 
Thus, late within the Sabine grove. 
While free from caie, and full of love, 
I raife my tuneful voice, and dray 
Regardlefs of my felt and way, 
A grizly waif, with glaring eye, 3 5 

Vtt'w'd me unarmM, yet pafs'd unhurtful by. 
A fiercer monfter ne'er, in qued of food, 
Apulian forefts did moled ;, 
Numidia never faw a more prodigious bead; 

Numidia, mother of the yellow brood, 40 

Where the ttern lion <hake* his knotted mane K 
And roars aloud for prey, and fcoi'rs the fpacipus plain.. 
V.. 
Place me where no fbft breeze of fummer wind 

Did e'er rhe.ftiffeiTd foil unbind,. 
Where no refreffiing warmth e-cr durd invade, 4*5-. 
But Winter holds his unmoleded feat, 
In all his hoary robes array M, 
And rattling dorms of hail, and noify tempeftsbeat. 
Place me beneath the fcorching blaze 
Of the fierce Inn's immediate rays, 50. 

Where houfe or cottage ne'er were feen-, 
Nor rooted plant or tree, nor fpringing green j 
Yet, lovely Laiage, my generou* flame 
Shall ne'er expire j I'll boldly fing of thee, 
Charm'd with the mufic of thy name, 55 

And guarded by the gods of Love and Poetry*. 

Hj HORACE, 



HORACE, 

BOOK II. ODE XVI. 

TO GROSPHUS. 

" Otium Divos rogat in patent! 
«* Prenfus wffigaeo," &:. 

IMITATED IN PARAPHRASE. 
I. 

T SDULGE NT Quiet! power ferene, 

Mother of Peace, and Joy, and Love ! 
() fay, thou calm propitious queen, 
Say, in what folitary grove, 
Within what hollow rock, or winding cell, 5 

By human eyes unfeen, 
Like fome retreated Druid doft thou dwell? 
And whyj illufive goddefs ! why, 
When we thy manfion would furround, 
Why doft thou lead us through inchanted ground, 
To mock our vain refearch, and from our wiihes fly ? 
II. 
The wandering bailors, pale with f^ar, 

For thee the gods implore, 
When the tempeftuous fea runs high, 
And when, through «U the dark benighted flty, 1 5 

•No 
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No friendly moon or ftars appear 
To guide their fteerage to the (ho re : 
For thee the weary foldter prays j 
Furious in fight the fons of Thrace, 
And Medee, that wear majeftic by their fide 2$ 

A full-charg'd quiver's decent pride. 
Gladly with thee would pafs inglorious days, 
Renounce the warrior's tempting praife, 
And buy thee, if thou might'ft be fold, 
With gems, and purple vefts, and ftores of plundei 'd 
gold. 25 

nr. 

3ut neither boundlefs wealth* nor guards that wait 
Around the consul's honoured gate, 
Nor anti-chambers with attendants fill'd, 

The mind's unhappy tumults can abate, 

Or banifh fulleu cares, that fly 3* 

Acrofs the gilded rooms of (late, 
And their foul nefts, like fwallows, build 
Clofe to the pal ace -roofs, and towers that pierce the fky. 

Much lefs will Nature's modeft wants fupply j 
And happier lives the homely fwain, 35 

Who, in fome cottage, far from noife, 
•His few paternal goods enjoys, 
Nor knows the fordid luft of gain, 
Nor with Fear's tormenting pain 
His hovering deeps deftroys. 40 

H 4. IV, Vain 
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IV. 
Vain man J that in a narrow (pace 
, At emllefs game proje&s the daring fpcar 1 
For (hort is life's uncertain race 5 
Then why, capricious mortal t why 
Doft thou for happinefs repair 4S 

To diftant climates, ami a foreign air r 
Fool \ from thyfelf thou eaiift not fly,. 
Thyfelf, the fource of all th'y care* 
So flies the wounded flag, provokM with pain, 

Bounds o'er the fpacious downs in vain ; 5© 
The feather'd torment fticks within his fide, 
And from the fmarting wound a purple tide 
Marks all his way with blood, and dyes the gralTy plain » 
V. 
But fwiftcr far is execrable Care 

Than ftags, or winds that through the Ikies 55 
Thick-driving (hows and gathered tempefts bear } 
Purfuing Care the failing (hip out-flies, 
Climbs the tall veflel's painted (ides ; 
Not- leaves arm'd fquadrons in the field, 
But with the marching horfemen rides, 60 

And dwells alike in courts and camps, and makes all 
places yield. 
. VI. 

Then, fince no date's compleatly blew* 
Let's learn the bitter to allay 
** With gentle mirth, and wifely gay 
v Enjoy at leaft the prefent day, 65 

And leave to fate the reft. 

Nor 
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Nor with vain fear of ills to come 
Anticipate th' appointed doom. 
Soon did Achilles quit the ftage, 
The hero fell by fudden death j 7* 

While TSthon to a tedious wafting age* 
Drew his protracted brealh. 
And thus old partial Time, my friend. 
Perhaps unafle'd to worthless me 
Thofe hours of lengthened life may lend,. 75 
Which bc'tt refufe to thee. • 

VII. 
Thee mining wealth and plenteous Joys furround, 
And, all thy fruitful fields around, 
Unnumber'd herds of cattle ftray. 
Thy havnefs'd fteeds with fprighily voice Jfo 
Make neighbouring vales and hills rejoice, 
While fmoothly thy gay chariot fties o'er the fwift, 
meafurM way. 
To me the ftars, with lefs profufion kind, 
Ait humble Fortune have afilgn*d, 
And no untuneful Lytic vein, 85 

But a fincere contented mind, 
That can the vile malignant crowd difiJain. 
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THE 

BIRTH OF THE ROSE. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

f\NCE, on a folemn feftai day 
^^^ Held by th* immortals in the Ikies, 
Flora had fummon'd all the Deities 
That rule o'er gardens, or furvey 
The birth of greens and Springing flowers* 5 
And thus addrefs'd the genial powers. 

Ye mining graces of my courtly train, 

The caufe of this aflembly know 1 

In Sovereign majefty I reign 
O'er the gay flowery univerfe below 5 *• 

Yet, my increasing glory to maintain, 
A queen Til chufe, with fpotlefs honour fair, 

The delegated crown to wear. 
Let me your counfel and afliftance afk, 

T' accomplifh this momentous tafk. *$ 

The Deities that ftood around, 

At firft returned a murmuring found | 

Then faid, Fair goddefs, do you know 

The factious feuds this muft create, 

What jealous rage and mutual hate 3* 

Among the rival flowers wHl grow ? 

The 
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The vileft thiftle that infefts the plain 
Will think his tawdry painted pride 
Defer ves the crown ; and, if denyM, 

-Perhaps with traitor* plots moleft your reign. *j 
Vain are your fears, Flora reply'd, 

'Tis nVd--*nd hear how I'll thecaufe decide. 

Deep in a venerable wood, 

Where Oaks, with vocal flcill endued, 
Did wondrous oracles of old impart, }o 

Beneath a little hill's inclining fide 

A grotto 's fecn where nature's art 
Is exercis'd in all her fmiling pride. 

Retir'd in this fweet gratify cell, 

A lovely wood- nymph once did dwell* 35 

She always plcas'd $ for more than mortal fire 
Shone in her eyes, and did her charms infpire j 
A Dryad bore the beauteous nymph, a Sylvan was, her 
fire. 

Chafte, wife, devout, (he ftill obey'd 

With humble zeal heaven's dread command*, 49 

To every action aflfd our aid, 

And oft before our altars pray'd i 

Pure was her heart, and undefii'd he* hands. 
She's dead— and from her fweet remains 
The wondrous mixture I 'would take, 45 

This much defir'd, this perfect flower to make. 

Aflift, and thus, with our transforming painty 
We'll dignify the garden-beds, and grace our favourite 
.plains. Th* 
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Th' applauding Deities with pleafttre heard, 
And for the grateful work prepared. '50 

A bufy face the God of Gardens wore j 
Vertumnus of the party too, 
From various fweets th' exhaling fpirits drew $ 
While, in fulrcanifter?, Pomona bore 

Of richcft fruits a plenteous itore 5 55 

. And Vefta promised wondrous things to do. 

Gay Venus led a lively train 
Of Smiles and Graces : the phimp God of Wine 
From clutters did the flowing ne&ar ftrarn, 
And fill'd large goblets with hfc Juice divine. 60 
Thus charged, they fee k the honoured ihade 
"Where livM and dy'd the fpotlefs maid. 
On a foft couch of turf the body lay j 
Th* approaching Deities prefsM all around, 
PreparM the facred rites to pay 65 

In (Hence, and with' awe profound. 
Flora thrice bow'd, and thus was heard to pray. 
Jove ! mighty Jove ! whom all adore $ 
Exert thy great creative power ! 
Let this fair corpfe be mortal clay no more 5 70 
Transform it to a tree, to bear a beauteous flower- 
Scarce had the Goddefs fpoke $ when fee I 
The nymph's extended limbs the form of branches 
wear: 
Behold the wondrous change, the fragrant tree ! 
To leaves was turn'd her flowing hair 5 75 

And rich diffused perfumes regal'd the wanton air. 

Heavens > 
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Heavens*, what new charm, what ftidden light, 
Improves the grot, and entertains the fight ! 
A fprouting bud begins the tree f adorn j 
The large, the fweet vermilion flower is born I $o 
The Goddefs thrice on the -fair infant breath' d, 
To fpread it into life, and to convey 
The fragrant foul, and every charm bequeathe 
To make the "vegetable princefs gay j ' 

Then kifs'd it thrice : the general faience broke, $5 
And thusJn loud rejoicing accents fpoke. 

Ye flowers at my command attendant here, 
i*ay homage, and your fovereign Rofe revere ! 
•No farrow on your drooping leaves be feen j 

Let all be .proud of fuch a queen, 90 

80 fit the Jloral crown to wear, 
To glorify the day, and grace the youthful year I 

Thus fpeaking, die the new-born favourite orown'di 
The transformation was compleat i 
The Deities with fongs the queen of flowers did gFtet 1 
Soft flutes and tuneful harps were heard to found ; 
While now to heaven the well-pleasM Goddefs flies 
WJthJicr bright train, and reafcends the ikies* 
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SIX CANTATA'S 

O R 

POEMS FOR MUSIC. 
AFTER THE MANNER OF THE ITALIANS. 

SET TO MUSIC BY MR. PEFUS-CH. 

" Non ante vulgatas per artes, 
«* Verba loquor focianda chordis." 

Hok. 



THE 

PREFACE, 

(as it was printed before the music) 

TO THE 

LOVERS OF MUSIC. 

\/[ R. Pepufch having defired that Tome account 
^*** (hould he prefixed to thefe Cantata's relating 
to the words, it may be proper to acquaint the pub- 
lick, that they are the firft Effays of this kind, and 

were 
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were written as an experiment of introducing a fort, 
of compofitien which had never been naturalised in 
our language. Thofe who are affededly partial to 
the Italian tongue, will fcarce allow mufic to (peak 
any other 3 but if reafon may be admitted to have 
any (hare in thefe entertainments, nothing is more 
neceflary than that the words mould be tinderftood, 
without which the end of Vocal Mufic is loft. The 
want of this occafions a common complaint, and is 
the chief, if not the only reafon, that the bed works 
of Scarlati and other Italians, except thofe performed 
in Opera's, are gene 1 ally hut little known or re- 
garded here, Befides, it may be obferved, without 
any dishonour to a language which has been adorned 
by fome writers of excellent genius, and was the 
fii ft among the moderns in which the Art of Poetry 
was revived and brought to any perfection, that 
in the great number of their Opera's, Serenata's, 
and Cantata's, the words are often much inferior 
to the compofition $ and though, by their abounding 
with vowels, they have an inimitable aptnefs and 
facility for notes, the writers for mufic have not 
always made the beft ufe of this advantage, or feem 
to have relied on it fo much as to have regarded 
little*elle $ fo mat Mr. Waller's remark on another 
occafion may be frequently applied to them. 

«« Soft words, with nothing in them, make a fong." 

Yet 
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-.'Y«t : fo great hi the 'force of founds well chbfen and 
fkillrtilly executed, that as they can hide indifferent 
jenfe, and a kind of aflfocfated pleaftire arifes from 
the words though they are but mean, fo the im- 
prefllon cannot fail of being in proportion much 
greater, when the thoughts are natural and proper, 
and the expreflions unaffected and agreeable. 
' Since, therefore, the Englim language, though 
inferior in fmootbnefs, has been found riot incapable 
of harmony, nothing would perhaps be wanting 
towards introducing the moft elegant ftyte of mufic, 
in a nation which has given fuch generous encourage* 
mentft to it, if our bed Poets would fome times 
affift this defign, and make it their diveriion to im- 
prove a fort of verfe, in regular meafures, purpofely 
fitted for mufic, and which, of ail the modern kinds, 
ieems to be the only one that can now properly be 
called Lyricks. 

It cannot but be obferad on this occa/ion, that 
ftnee Poetry and Mufick are Co nearly allied, it is a 
misfortune that thofe who excel in one, are often per- 
fect Grangers to the other. If therefore a better 
correfpondence were fettled between the two filler arts, 
they would probably contribute to each other's im- 
provement. The expreffions of Harmony, Cadence, 
find a good ear, which ar£ faid to be fa neceffary in 
Poetry, being all borrowed from Mufic, ibew at 
leaft, if they fignify any thing, that it would be no 
improper help for a Poet to underftand more than the 
metaphorical ftnfe of ttern. And on the other hand, 
I a com- 
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a .compofer can never judge where to lay the ac- 
cent of his mufic, who doe* not know, or is not 
made fenfible, where the words have the greaCeft 
beauty and force. 

There is one thing in compositions of this fort, 
which feems a little to want explaining, and that is 
the Recitative Mufic, which many people hear with- 
out pleafure, the reafon of which is, perhaps, that 
they have a miftaken notion of it. They are 7 ac- 
cuftomed to think that all Mufic would he Air; and 
being difappointed of what they expect, they lofe 
the beauty that is in it of a different kind. It may be 
proper to obferve therefore, that the Recitative (fcyie in 
compofition is founded on that variety of accent 
which pleafes in the pronunciation of a good orator, 
, . with as little deviation from it as poflible. The dif- 
ferent tones cf the voice, in aftoniihment, joy, forrow, 
rage, tenderness, in affirmations, apoftrophes, inter* 
rogations, and all the varieties of fpeech, make a fort 
of natural Mufic, which is very agreeable 5 and this is 
' what is intended to be imitated, with fome helps by 
the compofer, but without approaching to what we 
call a Tune or Air; fo that it is but a kind of im- 
proved elocution or pronouncing the words in mufical 
cadences, and is indeed wholly at the mercy of the 
performer to make it agreeable or not, according to 
his (kill or ignorance, like the reading of verfe, which 
is not every one's talent. This fliort account may 
poflibly tuffice to fliew how properly the recitative bat 
a place in compofitions of any length, to relieve the 

•ear 
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ear with a variety, and to introduce the Airs with 
the greater advantage. 

As to Mr. Pepnfch'ft fuccefs in thefe competitions, 
I am not at liberty to fay any more than that he has, 
I think, very naturally exprefled the fenfe of the 
words. He is defirous the publick mould be informed 
that they are not only the firft he has attempted in 
Englifh, but the firft of any of his works published by 
himfelf ; and as he wholly fubmits them to the judg- 
ment of the lovers of this art, it will be a pleafure to 
him to find that his endeavours to promote the com- 
poiing of Mufic in the Englifh language, after a new 
model, are favourably accepted. 
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CANTATA- L 

; o n 

t ENGLISH BEAUTY. 

RECITATIVE. 
* iX/HEN Beauty'* goddefs from the ocean lining, 
Afcending,- o'er the waves (he caft afmile 
On fair Britannia's happy ifle, 
And rais'd her tuneful voice, and thus (he fung. 
AIR. 
Hail Britannia ! hail to thee, $ 

Faireft ifland of the fea ! 
Thou my favourite land (halt be. 
Cyprus too (hall own my fway, 
And dedicate to me its groves ; 
Yet Venus and her train of loves 10 

Will with happier Britain ftay. 
Hail Britannia! hail to thee, 
Faireft ifland of the fea ! 
Thou my favourite land malt be. 
RECITATIVE. 
Britannia heard the notes diffufing wide, 15 

And faw the power whom gods and men adore 
Approaching nearer with the tide, 
And (n a rapture loudly cry\l, 

O welcome 1 welcome to my more ! 

AIR. 
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AIR. 

Lovely Ifle 1 fo richly bleft ! 20 

Beauty's palm is thine confeft. 

Thy daughters all the world outftiine, 

Nor Venus CcH is fo divine. 

Lovely ifle ! fo richly bleft ! 

Beauty's palm is thine confeft. 25 



CANTATA II. 
ALEXIS, 

RECITATIVE. 
O EE,— from the filcnt grove Alexis flies, * 
And fecks with every p leafing art 
To eafe the pain, which lovely eyes 
Created in his heart. 
To fhining theatres he now repaii s, 5 

To learn Camilla's moving jyrs, 
Where thus to Mufic's power the fwain addrefs'd his 

AIR. 
Charming foynds ! that fwcerjy languifli, 
Mufic, O compofe ray a/iguifh ! 

Every paflion yields to thee : 10 

Phoebus, quickly then relieve me ; 
Cupid (hall no more deceive me ; 
I'll to fprightlier Joys be free. 

I 3 RE- 
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RECITATIVE. 

Apollo heard the foolifti Twain ; 
He knew, when Daphne once he lovM, 15 

How weak, £ aflwage an amorous pain, 
His own harmonious art had proved. 
And all his healing herbs how vain. 
Then thus he (hikes the fpeaking firings, 
Preluding to Jits voice, and fings. 20 

A I R. 
Sounds, though charming, can't relieve thee j 
Do not, fhepherd, then deceive thee, 

Mufic is the voice of Love. 
If the tender maid Relieve thee, 

Soft relenting, 25 

Kind conferring, 
Will alone thy pain remove. 



CANTATA III. 

ON THE 

S P R I N G. 

[With Violins.] 

AIR. 

FRAGRANT Flora! hafte, appear, 
* GoddeCs of the youthful year J 
Zephyr gently courts thee now $ 

On 
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On thy buds of rofes playing, 

All thy breathing fweets difplaying, 5 

Hark, his amorous breezes blow ! 
Fragrant Flora ! hafte, appear ! 
Goddefs of the youthful year ! 

Zephyr gently courts thee now. 

RECITATIVE. 
Thus on a fruitful hill, in the fair bloom of fpring, 

The tuneful Colinet his voice did raife, 

The vales remurmur'd with his lays, 
Aodliftening birds hung hovering on the wing, 
In whifpering fighs foft Zephyr by him flew, 
While thus the fliephcrd did his long renew. 1 5 

AIR. 
Love and pleafure gaily flowing, 

Come this charming feafon grace t 
Smile, ye fair ! your joys bellowing, 
Spring and youth will foon be going, 

Seize the bleflings ere they pal's ; ao 

Love and pleafures gaily flowing, 

Come this charming feafon grace ! 



I 4 CANTATA 
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CANTATA IV. 

MIRANDA. 



RECITATIVE. 
\/f IRANI) A\s tgnefuV voice and fame 
Htd reach °d the wondering ikies j, 
From heaven the god of Mufic came, 

And ovvn'd a pleas'd furprize ; 
Then, in a foft melodious lay, 5 

Apolio did thefe grateful praifes pay. 

AIR. 

Matchhfs charmer ! thine ihall be 
The higheft prize of harmony. 
Phcebus ever will infprre tfeee, 
And rh' applauding world admire thee j 10 
All mall in thy praife agree. 
Matchlds charmer ! thine fhall be 
The higheft prize of harmony. 

RECITATIVE. 
The god then fummon*d every Mufe t* appear, 

And hail their filler of the quire 5 15 

Smiling they flood around, her foothing (trains to hear, 
And filPd her happy foul with all their fire. 
AIR. 
O harmony ! how wondrous fweet, 
Doft thou our cares allay ! 

When 
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When all thy jnovjng graces meet, so 

How foftly doll thou fteal our eafy hour* away ! 
O harmony ! how wondrous fwe.et, 
Doft thou our care s allay ! 



CANTATA V. 
C O R Y D O N. 

^RECITATIVE, 

\\T H I L E Cory don the lonely /hcpherd JryM 

His umefdl flute, and charm's! the grepe, 

The jealous nightingales, thai ftrowe 

To trace his notes, contending dy'd « 

At lad he hears within a myrtle fbad* 5 

An echo anfwerall his drain 5 

Love ftole the pipe of fleeping Pan, and play'd j 

Then with -his voice decoys the li (toning f«ain. .„• 

AIR. [with a flute] 

Gay ftiepherd, to befriend thee # 

Here pleating fcencs attend thee, 10 

O this way fpeed thy pace ! 

If Mufic can delight thee, 

Or vifions fair invite thee, 

This bower *s the happy place. 

Gay fhepherd, to befriend thee, 15 

Here pleating fcenes attend thee, 

O this way foeed thy pace I 

RE- 
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RECITATIVE. 

The fliepherd rofe, he gaz'd around, 
And vainly fought the magic found ; 
The God of Love his motion fples, 2 * 

Lays by the pipe, and (hoots a dart 
Through Corydon's unwary heart, 
' Then, fmiling, front his dtabufh flies ; 
While in his room, divinely bright, 
The reigning beauty of the groves furpriz'd the fliep- 
herd's fight. 25 

AIR. 
Who, from Love his heart fecuring. 

Can avoid th' inchanting pain I 
Pleafure calls with voice alluring, 

Beauty foftly binds the chain. 
Who, from Love his heart fecuring, 30 

Can avoid th' inchanting pain f 

CANTATA VI. 
THE COQUET. 

RECITATIVE. 
AIRY Cloe, proud and young, 
'*"*' The faireft tyrant of the plain, 
Laugh'd at her adoring fwain. 
He fadly figh'd — She gayly fung, 

And, wanton, thus reproached his pain. 5 

AIR. 
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AIR. 
Leave me, filly {hepherd go j 
You only tell me what I know, 

You view a thoufand charms in me ; 
Then ceafe thy prayers, I'll kinder grow, 

When I can view fuch charms in thee. i* 

Leave me, filly (hepherd, go ; 
You only tell me what I know, 
You view a thoufand charms in me. 
RECITATIVE. 
Amyntor, nVd by this difdain, 
Curs'd the proud fair, and broke his chain 4 15 
lie rav'd, and at the fcorner fwore, 
And vow'd, he'd be Love's fool no more— 
But Cloe fmiTd, and thus fhe call'd him back again* 
AIR. 
Shepherd, this I've done to prove thee, 
Now thou art a man, I love thee, 10 

And without a bluih refign. 
But ungrateful is the paflion, 
And-deftroys our inclination, 

When, like (laves, our lovers whine* 
Shepherd, this I've done to prove thee, 15 

Now thou art a man,<I love thee, 
And without a bluih refign. 



T H I 



[ iH 3 



THE 9&AISES OF 

HEROIC VIRTUE. 

FROM THE FRAGMENTS OF TYRT^US. 

TRANSLATED IN TUB Y*4* 17OI, 

OH OCCASION OF 

THE KING OF FRANCE'S BREAKING THE 
PEACE OF ftESWICJC. 

/^ Spartan youths ! what fafcinating charms 

^^^ Have froze your blood ? why ruft your idle 

arras ? 
When with awaken'd courage will you go, 
And minds refolv'd, to meet the threatening foe ? 
What 1 (hall our vile lethargic (loth betray 5 

To greedy neighbours an unguarded prey ? 
Or can you fee their armies rufli from far, 
4ad fit feuce amidft the rage of war ? 
Ye gods ! how great, how glorious, His to let 
The warrior-hero fight for liberty, 10 

For his dear children, for his tender wife, 
For all the valued joys, and foft fupports of life ? 
Then let him draw his fword, and take the field, 
And fortify his bread behind ihe fpacious fhield. 

Nor 
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Nor fear to die ; in vain you fhun your fate, 15 

Nor can you Jhorten, nor prolong its date, j 

For life *s *a meafur'd race, and he that Hies 

From darts and fighting foes, at home inglorious dies ; 

No grieving ei*o\*da his oHfequfes attend 5 

But all applaud and weep the foldier's end, 20 

Who, defperately brave, in fight fuftains 

Inflicted wounds, and honourable {tains, 

And falls a facrifice to glory's charms t 

But if a juft iuccefs (hall crown his arms. 

For his return the refcued people wait, *$ 

To fee the guardian genius of the date ; 

With rapture viewing his majeftic face, 

His dauntlefs mien, and every martial grace. 

They *11 blefs the toils he for their fafety bore, 

Admire him living, and when dead adore. 30 

UNDER THE PRINT OF TOM BRITTON, 

THE MUSICAL SMALL-COAL MAN. 

np HOUGH mean thy rank, yet in thy humble 

1 cell 

Did gentle peace and -arts unpArchaVd dweH. 

Wtll-pleas'd Apollo thither ted his train, 

And Mufic warbled in her fweeteft ftrain 1 

Cyllenius fi>, as fab4es teM, and Jove, 

Came willing gueits to poor Philemon** grove. 

Let ufelefs Pomp behold, and blufh to find 

So low a ftation, fuch a liberal mind. 

SONG. 



[ 126 2 

SONG: 

THE FAIR TRAVELLER. 

I. 

T N young A(trea*s fparkling eye, 
•* Refiltlefs Love has hVd his throne 5 
A thoufand lovers bleeding lie 
For her, with wounds they fear to own*. 

II. 
While the coy beauty fpeeds her flight 
To diftant groves from whence (he came j 
So lightning v amines from n>ht» 
But leaves the foreft in a flame ! 

A CANTATA. 

SET BY MR. D. PURCELL. 

A I R. 
T OVE, I defy thee I 
•*~* Venus, I fly /thee ! 
I'm of chafte Diana's train. 
Away, thou winged boy t 
Thou bear'ft thy darts in vain, 5 

I hate the languid joy, 
I mock the trifling pain. 
• Love, 
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Love, I defy thee ! 
Venus, I fly thee ! 
I'm of chafte Diana's train* 10 

RECITATIVE. 
Bright Venus and her Ton (food by, 
And heard a proud difdainful fair 
Thus boaft her wretched liberty 5 
They fcom'd Hie (hould the raptures fhare, 

Which their happier captives know, 15 

Wot would Cupid draw his bow . 
To wound the nymph, but Jaugh'd out this reply, 
AIR. 
Proud and foolifh ! hear your fate! 
Wafte your youth, and figh too late 
For joys which now you lay you hate, »• 

When your decaying eyes 
Can dart their fires no more. 
The wrinkles of threescore 
Shall make you vainly wife. 
Proud andfoolifli t hear your fate I 35 

Wafte your youth, and figh too late 
.For joys which now you fay you hate. 

SONG. 

TTir OULD you gain the tender creature, 

Softly— gently— kindly— treat her ; 

Suifciing is the lover's part : 

Beauty by conftraint poflcfting, 

You enjoy but half the blefling, 5 

JLifelefs charms without the heart. 

CUPID 



CUPID and SCARLATl 

A 

CANTATA. 

SET BY MR. FEPUSCH. 

RECITATIVE. 
f\N filver Tyber'e vocal fhore. 

The fam'd Scarlati ftrook his lyre, 
And ftrove, with charms unknown before, 
The fprings of tuneful found t* explore, 
Beyond what art alone could e'er infpire j 5 

When fee— the fweet eflay to hear, 
Venus with her fon drew near, 
And, pleas'd to aflc the matter's aid, 
• The mother goddefs fmiling laid. 
A I R. 
Harmonious fon of Phcebu*, fre ! 10 

*Tis Love, 'tis little Love I bring. 
The Queen of Beauty fues to thee, 
To teach her wanton boy to fing. 
RECITATIVE. 
Thepleas'd mufician heard with joy, 
And, proud to teach th* immortal boy, J5 

Did 
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Did all his fongs and heavenly ikill impart 3 
The boy, to recompenfe his art, 
Repeating did each fong improve, 
And breath'd into his airs the charms of love, 
Anil taught the mafter thus to touch the heart. . 20 
A I R. 
Love, infpiring 
Sounds perfuadingj 
Makes his darts refiftlefs fly : 
Beauty aiding, 

Arts afpiring, 7.5 

Gives them wings to rife more high. 

A 

CANTATA. 

SET WITH SYMTHON1ES BY 

SIGNIOR NICOLINI HAYM. 

AIR. 
\7E tender powers ! how (hall I move 
A careleis maid that laughs at love ? 
Cupid, to my fuccourfly ! 
Come with all thy thrilling darts, 
1 hy melting Jiames to foften hearts 5 5 

Conquer for me, or I die 1 
Ye tender powers ! how ill all I move 
A cartlefs maid that laughs at Love ? 
Cupid, to my fuccour fly ! 

K RE. 
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RECITATIVE. 
Thus, in a melancholy made, so 

A pen fire lover to his aid 
Invoked the god of warm define; 
Love heard him, and, to gain the maid, 
Did his fuccefsful thought infpire. 

AIR. 

Take her humour, fmile, be gay, 15 

In her favourite follies join, 

That's the charm will make her thine. 

Caft thy ferious airs away, 

Freely courting, 

Toying, fporting, 20 

Sooth her hours with amorous play. 
Take her humour, fmile, be gay, 
In. her favourite follies join, 
That's the charm will make her thine. 



I 
I 
I 
P A S T O R A, 
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P A S T O R A, 

A CANTATA. 

SET BY MR. PEPUSCH. 

RECITATIVE. 
f\ N fam'd Arcadia's flowery plains, 

The gay Paftora once was heard to fing j 
Clofe by a fountain's cryftal fpring 
She warbleU out her merry ft rains* 
A I R. 
Shepherds, would you hope to pleafe us, 5 

You muft ever/ humour try j. 
Sometimes flatter, fometimes teaze us, 

Often laugh, and fometimes cry. 
Shepherds, would you hope to pleafe us, 

You muft every humour try, i» 

Soft denials 
Are hut trials, 
You muft follow when we fly. 
Shepherds, would yuu hope to pleafe us, 

You muft every humour try. 15 

RECITATIVE. 
Damon, who long ador'd this: fprightly maid, 
Yet never durft his love relate, 
Rcfolv'd at laft to try his fate, 
He figh'd !-Shefmird ;--He tureePd and pray'd; 
K % 'She 
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She frown'd j— He rofe, and walk'd away, 20 
But foon returning lqoVd wore gay, 
And fung and danc'd, and on his pipe a chearful 
echo play'd. 

AIR. [with an echo of flutes.] 
Paftora fled to a fliady grove ; 

Damon vie w'd her, 25 

And purfued her ; 
Cupid laugh'd, and crown'd his love. 
The Nymph looked back, well pltas'd to fee 
That Damon ran as fwift as (lie. 

Pattora fled to a mady grove, 50 

Damon view'd her, 

And purfued her : 
Cupid laugh'd, and crown M his love. 



PASTORAL M ASQ^UL 
SCENE, A Prospect of a wood. 

Enter a Shepherd, and lings. 

VTE nymphs, and fliepherds of the grove, 
That know the pleating pains of love, 
Eager for th' expected blefling, 
Si^hi.ig, paaiing for polfefling! 

Leave 
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Leave your flocks, and hafte away, 5 

With folemn ftate 
To cel.hrate 
Cupid and Hymen's holiday, 

Enter a band of fliepherds on one fide with garlands ; 
on the other fide, fhepherdefles with cani iters of 
flowers* 

chorus/ 

From the echoing hills, and the jovial plains, 
Where thepleafure, and plenty, and happinefs reigns, 
We Jeave our flocks, and hafte away, 
Willi foltmn ftate 
To celebrate 
Cupid and Hymen's holiday. 

[A dance here.] 

Scene opening di /covers a plea fan t bower, with the 
God of Love afleep, attended by Cupids, fome 
playing with his- bow, others (harpening his ar- 
rows, &c. On each (ide the bower, walks of cy- 
prefs trees, and fountains playing; a diftant land- 
ikip term mates the profpeft. 

Verfe for a (hepherdefs, with flutes. 

See the mighty Power of Love 1 5 

Sleeping in a Cyprian grove I 
Nymphs and fliepherds, gently died 
Spices round his tec red head 5 

K 3 On 
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On his lovely body (bower 

Leaves of rofes, virgin Jilie», 

Cowflips, violets, dafFodilie*, 20 

And with garlands drefs the bower. 

Kittorne? of flutes. After whieh Cupid rife*, and 
fings with his bow drawn. 

Yield to the God of foft Defira ! 
Whole gentle influence in fpiids 

Every creature 

Throughout nature 4 25 

With fprightly joys and genial fires. 

Chorus of the Shepherds and Nymphs. 

Hail, thou potent Deity t 

Every creature 

Throughout nature 
Owns thy power as well as we. 30 

Enter Hymen in a faffron- coloured robe, a chaplet 
of flowers on his head, and in his hand the nuptial 
torch $. attended by priefts. 

HYMEN. 

Behotcf a greater power than he, 
Behold the Marriage Deity 1 

Chorus, by Hymen's Attendants. 
Behold the Marriage Deity L 

CUPIJ* 
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CUPID, failing. 
Behold the God of Ho'ufhold Strife, 
That fpoils the happy Lover's life, 35 

And turns a Miftrefs to a Wife ! 

HYMEN. 

FooliQi and inconftant boy I 

Thine 's a tranfitory joy j 

Sudden fits in Pleasure's fever* 

Hymen's bleflings laft for ever. qq 

CUPID. 

Hymen's bondage lads for ever 5 
Love's free pleafures failing never* 

H V M E N. 
Love's ftolen pleafures, infmcere, 
Purchas'd at a rate too dear, 
Shame and forrow will dtftroy, 45 

If Hymen licenfe not the Joy. 

[Both together.] 

Then let us join hands and unite. 

Laft Chorus of the Shepherds and Nymph?. 

How happy, how happy, bow happy are we, 
Where Cupid and Hymen in con fort agree I 
We'll revel all day with fports and delight, 50 

And Hymen and Cupid (hall govern the night. 

K* A CAN- 
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CANTATA. 

SET BY MR. GALLIARD. 

RECITATIVE. 

\T ENUS! thy throne of beauty now refign * 
Behold on earth a conquering fair, 
Who more deferves Love's crown„to wear ! 
Not thy own ftar fo bright in heaven does fhine. 
Aflc of thy fori her name, who with his dart 5 

Has deeply grav'd it in my heart $ 
Or afk the God of tuneful found, 
Who fings it to his lyre, 
And does this maid ini'pire 
With his own art, to give a furer wound. j-o 

A I R. 

Hark ! the grores her fongs repeat 3 
Echo lurks in hollow fprings, 
And, tranfported while /he fings, 
Learns her voice, and grows more fweet 5 
Could Narciflus fee or hear her, 1 5 

From his fountain he would fly, 
And, with awe approaching near her, 
For a real beauty die. 

Hark! 
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"Hark ! the groves her fongs repeat ; 

Echo lurks in hollow fprings, a© 

And, tranfported white fhe fings, 

Learns her vdice, and grows more fweet. 

RECITATIVE. 
Yet Venus once again, my fuit attend ! 
And when from, heaven you mall defcend, 

This mining emprefs to array, 25 

When you prefent her all your train of Loves, 

Your chariot, and your murmuring doves, 
Tell her me wants one charm to make the reft more 

Then fmiling to th' harmonious beauty fay, 
AIR. 
To a lovely face and air, 3» 

Let a tender heart be join'd. 
Love can make you doubly fair ; 
Mufic *s fweeter when you're kind* 
To a lovely face and air, 
Let ax tender heart be joinM. 3 5 



FRAGMENT. 

IN every age, to brighter honours born, 
Which lovelieft nymphs and fweeteft bards adorn. 
Beauty and Wit each other's at J require. 
And Poets fine what once the fair infpire,; 

The 



I3S HUGHES'S. P O E M S. 

The Fair for ever thus her charms prolong, 

And live rewarded .in the tuneful fong. 

Thus Sacharifla (bines in Waller's lays, 

And (he, who "rais'd his genius, mare* his pratfe. 

Each does in each a mutual life infufe, 

Th* infjpiring Beauty, the recording Mufe. 



C L A U D I A N U S. 

IN EPITHALAMIO HONORII ET MARINE. 
f UNCTATUR ftupefaaa Venus. Nuncora puella?, 

Nunc flavam niveo miiatur vertice matron. 
Ha?c modo crefecnti, plerae par altera lunae t 
Atfurgit ecu forte minor fob matte virenti 
Laurus $ & ingentes ramos, olimque futuras < 

Promittit jam parva Comas : vel Flore fob uno, 
Ceu gemina& Paeftana Rofa? per jugera regnant* 
Hsec largo matura die, faturataque Vernjs 
Koribus, indulget fpajia: latet altera nodo, 
Nee teneris audet Foliis admittere foles. to 

TRANSLATED. 
Venus coming to a nuptial ceremony, and entering the 
room, fees the bride and her mother fitting to* 
gether, &c. On which occafion Claudian makes 
the following defcriptiom 

l T* H E Goddefs paus'd } and, held in deep amaze, 
Now views the mother's, now the daughter's 
face; 

Different 



gPITHALAMIUM, i S> 

Different in each, yet equal beauty ^glows, 

That, the full moon, 3nd this, the crefcent (hows : 

Thus, rais'd beneath its parent tree is feen 5 

The laurel (hoot, while, in its e?rly green, 

Thick-fprouting leaves and branches are eflay'd, 

And all the prom ife of a future (hade. 

Or, blooming thus, in happy Paeibn fields, 

One common (lock two lovely rofes yields; . io* 

Mature by vernal dews, this dares difplay 

lis leaves full-blown, and boldly meets the day $. 

That, folded in. its tendtr nonage lies, 

A beauteous bud, uor yet admits the ikies. 



e 
A 

CANTATA. 

SET BY MR. PEPUSCH. 

AIR. 
"P O O L I S H Love ! I fcorn thy darts 

And all thy little wanton arts, 
To captivate unmanly hearts. 
Shall a woman, proud and coy, 
Make me languifh for a toy ? 
Foolifh Love ! I fcorn thy darts, 
And all thy little wanton aits, 
To captivate unmanly hearts* 

RE- 
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RECITATIVE. 
Thus Strephon mockM the Power of Love, and 
fwore 
His freedom he would ftill maintain, 10 

Nor ever wear th* inglorious chain, 

Or flavi (lily adore. 
But when L-imira crofsM the plain, 
The fhepherd gaz'd, and thus revers'd hi* ftrain. 
A I R. 
Love, I feel thy power divine, 15 

And blufhing now my heart refign ! 
Ye fwains, my folly don't defpiie ! 
But look on fair Lamira's eyes, 
Then tell me if you can be wife. 
Love, I feel thy power divine, 20 

And blu filing now my heart refign ! 

THE 

SOLDIER IN LOVE. 

A 

CANTATA. 

SET WITH SYMPHONIES BY MR. PEPUSCH. 
AIR. 
\\T H Y, too amorous Hero ! why 
Doft thou the war forego, 
At Celia's feet to lie, 

And 
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And fighing tell thy woe ? 
Can you think that fneaking air 5 

Fit to move th* unpitying fair ? 
, She laughs to fee thee trifle lb. 
Why, too amorous Hero ! why 

Doft thou the war forego, 
At Celia' s feet to lie, 10 

And fighing tell thy woe ? 

RECITATIVE. 
Cleander heard not this advice. 
Nor would his languishing refrain. 
But while to Celia once he prayM in vain, 
By chance his image in a glafs he fpies, 15 

And, blufhing at the fight, he grew a man again. 
AIR. [With a Trumpet.] 
Hark ! the trumpet founds to arms 1 
I come, I come, the warrior cries, 
And from fcornful Celia flies, 
To court Viftoria's charms. 20 

Celia beholds his altered brow, 
And would regain her lover now. 
Hark i the trumpet founds to arms ! 
I come, 1 come, the warrior cries, 
And from fcornful Celia flies, 515 

To court Victoria's charms. 



AN 
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A N 

ODE 

IN PRAISE OF 

M U S I C. 

PERFORMED AT STATIONERS HALL, 
1703. 

Defcende Coelo, & die ag? tibia 

Regina longum Calliope melos! 

Scu voce nunc mavis acuta, 

Seu fid 1 bus, Cytharave Phoebi. Hor. 



{Begin with a Chorus.] 

I. 

A WAKE, coeleftial Harmony 1 
Awake, coeleftial Harmony t 
Turn thy vocal fphere around, 
Goddefs of melodious found. 
Let the Trumpet* s thrill voice, 5 

And the Drum's thundering noife, 
Rouze every dull mortal from forrows profound. 

See 
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See, fee ! 
The mighty power of Harmony ! 
Behold how Coon its charms can chare 10 

- Grief and gloom from every face ! 
How fwift its raptures fly, 
And thrill through every foul, and brighten every 
eye! 

II. 
Proceed, fweet charmer of the ear ! 
Proceed ; and through the mellow flute, 15 

The moving lyre, 
And folitary lute, 
Melting airs, foft joys infpire : 
Airs for drooping Hope to hear, 
Melting as a lover* s prayer j 29 

Joys to flatter dull Defpair, 
And foftly footh the amorous fire. 

CHORUS. 

Melting airs, foft joys infpire : 

Airs for drooping Hope to hear, 

Melting as a lover's prayer 5 25 

Joys to flatter dull Defpair, 

And foftly footh the amorous fire. 

III. 
Now let the fprightly Violin 
A louder ftrain begin $ 

And 
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And now 30 

Let the deep -mouth 'd Organ blow, 
Swell it high, and fink it low. 

Hark 1-r-how the Treble and Safe 
In wanton fugues each other chace, 
And fwift divisions run their airy race! 35 

Through all the traversed fcale they fly, 
In winding labyrinths of harmony 5 
By turns they rife and faji, by turns we live and die* 

CHORUS. 

In winding labyrinths of harmony. 
Through all the traavers'd fcale they fly r 40 

By turns they rife and fall, by turns we live and die. 

IV. 

Ye fons of Art, once more renew your ftrains j 
In loftier verfe, and loftier lays, 
Your voices raife 

To MuuVs praife !. 45 

A nobler fong remains. 
Sing how the great Creator-God 
On wings of flaming cherubs rode, 
To make a world ; and round the dark abyfs, 

Turn'd the * golden compafles, 50 

The compafles in Fate's high ftorehoufe found ; 
Thus far extend, he laid 5 be tins t 
O World, thy meaftirM bound. 

• Milton, 

Mean 
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Mean vyhile a thoufand harps were play'd on high j 
Be this thy meafur'd bound, 55 

Was echo'd all around 4 
And nowarife, ye .Earth and Sea*, and Sky 1 
A thoufand voices made reply, 
Arife, ye Earth and Seas, and Sky! 

' . • V. 

What can Mu tie's power control ? 60 

When Nature's fleepihg foul 
PerceivM th* enchanting found, 
It wak'd, and (hook off foul deformity j 
The mighty melody 
Nature's fecret chains unbound $ 6£ 

And Earth arofe, and Seas, and Sky. 
Aloft expanded fpheres were flung, 
With fhining luminaries hung; 
A vaft Creation ftood difplay'd, 
By Heaven's infpiring Mufic made. 79 

CHORUS. 
O wondrous force of Harmony ! 

VI. 

Divineft Art, whofe fame mall never ceafe 1 
Thy honoured voice proclaimed the Saviour's birth $ 
When Heaven vouchfafd to treat with Earth, 
Mufic was herald of the peace 1 75 

h Thy 
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Thy voice could beft the joyful tidings tell 5 
. Immortal Mercy 1 boundlefs Love I 
A God descending from above, 
To conquer Death- and Hell. 

VII. 

There yet remains an hour of fate, to 

When Mufic muft again its charms employ } 

The Trumpet's found * 
Shall call the numerous nations under ground. 

The numerous nations ftraight 
Appear j and feme with grief, and fome with joy, S5 

Their final femence wait. 

GRAND CHORUS.,* 

Then other arts (hall pafs away : 
Proud Architecture (hall in ruins lie, 

And Painting fade and die, 
Nay Earth, and Heaven itfetf, in wafteful five decay. 90 

Mufic alone, and Poefy, 

Triumphant o'er the flame, (hall fee 
The world's laft blaze. 

The tuneful fitters (hall embrace, 

And praife and iing, and fing and praife, 95 
In never- ceafing choirs to all eternity* 
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APOLLO and DAPHNE. 

A 

CANTATA. 

SET BY MR. GALLIARD. 

^RECITAT I VE. 
T\ APH INE, the beautiful, the coy, 
^^ Along the winding Otore of Peneus flew, 

To (hun Love's tender, offcr'd Joy j 
Though 'twas a God that did her charms purfue. 
While thus Apollo, in a moving ftrain, 5 

Awak'd his lyre, and ibftly breath'd his amorous pain* 

AIR. 

Faireft mortal ! (lay and hear ; 

Cannot Love, with Mufic join'd, 

Touch thy unrelenting mind ? 

Turn thee, leave thy trembling fear j xo 

Faireft mortal ( day and hear 5 

Cannot Love, with Mufic join'd, 

Touch thy unreUnting mind ? 

RECITATIVE, 
The Rivers echoing banks with pleafure did prolong 
The iweetly warbled founds, and murmur'd with the 
foag. 15 

L % Daphne 



i 4 * H U G H E S^S T> ID fc *& S. 

Daphne fled fwifter, in defpair, *• 

To*fcapetjie God's embrace* , 

And to the genius of the .place, 

She figh'd this wondrous prayer : 
A I R. 
Father Peaeus, hear mt, aid me ! 
Let fome fudden change invade me f 15 

Fix me noptcd on thy <|iore. 
Ceafe, Apollo, to perfuade me 5 

I am Daphne now no more. 
Father Peneus, hear me, aid me ! 
Let fome fudden change invade me $ 30 

Fix me rooted on thy fliore, 

RECITATIVE. 
Apollo wondering ftqod to fee 
The nymph transformed into a tree. 
Vain were his lyre, hi* voice, h,i$ tuneful arty 

His paflion, and his race divine $ 55 

Nor could th" eternal beams that round his temples 
fliine. 
Melt the cold virgin's frozen heart. 

AIR. 

Nature alone can Love infpire; 

Art is vain to move Defire. 
If Nature once the fair incline* 4* 

To tbcir own paflion they refign. 
Nature alone can Love infpire } 

Art is vain to move Defire* 
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A 

THOUGHT in a GARDEN/ 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1704. 

TXELIGHTPUL nwnfion! Weft retreat I 

^^ Where all is filent, all is fweet ! 

Here Contemplation prunes her wings, 

The raptur'd Mufe more tuneful fings, 

While May leads on the chearful hours* 5 

And opens a new world of flowers. 

Gay Pleafure here all dreffes wears* 

And in a thoufand fliapes appears, 

Purfued by Fancy, how fhc roves 

Through airy walks, and mufefuf grove* } *• 

Springs in each plant and blodbm'd tree, 

And charms in all I hear and fee t 

In this elyfmm while I ftray, 

And Nature's faireft face furvey, 

Earth feeros new-born, and life more bright; 15 

Time fteals away, and fmooths his flight $ 

And thought 's bewildered in delight. 

Where are the crowds I faw of late ? 

What are thofe tales of Europe's fate r 

Of Anjou, and the Spanifli crown 3 to 

And leagues to pull ufurpers down f 

Of marching armies, diftant wars j 

Of fa&ion? * and domeftic jars $ 

L 3 Sure 
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Sure thefe are laft night's dreams, no more ; 
Or fome romance, read lately o'er j %$ 

Like Homer's antique tale of Troy, 
♦ And powers confederate to •deftroy 
Priam's proud houfe, the Dardan name, 
With him that dole the ravilh'd dame, 
And, to poflfefs another's right^ 30 

Durft the whole world to arms excite. 
Come, gentle Sleep, my eye-lids clofe, 
Thei'e dull imprefjions help me lofe : 
Let Fancy take her wing, and find 
Some better dream to footh my mind ; . 35 

Or waking let me learn to live $ 
The profpecl will inttru&ion give* 
For fee, where beauteous Thames does glide 
* Serene, but with a fruitful tide $ 
Free from extremes of ebb and flow, 40 

Not fwell'd too high, nor funk too lows. 
Such let my life's fraooth current be, 
Till, from Time's narrow fliorefet free, 
It mingle with th' eternal fea j 
And, there eitlarg'd, mall be no more 45 

That trifling thing it was before. 



I 
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A W t I S H, 

TO THE 

NEW YEAR, 1705. 

I. 

JANUS ! great Leader of the rolKng year, 
Since all that *s paft no vows can e'er reftore, 
But joys and griefs alike, once hurry 'd o'er, 
No longer now deferve a fmile or tear' ; 
Clofe the fantaftk fcenes — but grace 5 

With brighteft afpe&s thy foreface 
While time's new offspring haftens to appear. 
With lucky omens guide the coming hours, 
Command the circling feafons to advance. 
And form their renovated dance, 10 

With flowing pleasures fraught, and blefs'd by friend*. 
ly powers* 

II. 

Thy month, O Janus ! gave me fir ft to know * 
A mortal's trifling cares below 5 
My race of life began with thee. 
Thus far, from great misfortunes free, 15 

Contented, I my lot endure, 
< Nor nature's rigid laws arraign, 
Nor fpurn at common ills in vain, 
Which folly cannot (hun, nor wife refleclion cure. 

L * HI 
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III. 
But oh I—more anxious for the year to come, »o 
I would foreknow iny future doom. 
Then tell me, Janus, can ft thou fpy 
Events that yet in embryo lie 
For jne, in timers myfteripus womb ? 
Tell me— nor /hall I dread to hear t$ 

A thoufand accidents fevere $ 
I'll fortify my foul the load to bear, 
If lore rejected add not to its weight, 
To fimfli me in woes, and crum me down with fate. 
• IV. 
But if the goddefs, in whofe charming eyes, 39 
More clearly written than in fate's dark book, 
My joy, my grief, my all of future fortune lies j 
If Jhe mull with a lefs propitious look 
Forbid my humble facrifice, 
Or Waft me with a killing frown 5 35 

If, Janus, this thou feeft in ftore, 
Cut wort my mortal thread, and now 
Take back the gift thou didft beftow ! 
Here let me lay my burden down, 
And ccafe to love in tain, and be a wretch, no more. 4ft 



CAN- 
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C A N T AT A. 

Set by Mr. GALLIARD. 

^1 TC J H I L E on your blooming charms I gait, 
* * Your tender lips, your foft enchanting eyes, 
And all the Venus in your face, 
I'm fiU'd with pleafure and ftirpriae i 
But, cruel goddefs ! when I find 5 

Diana's coldnefs in your mind, 
How can I bear that nVd difdain ? 
My pleafure dies, and I but live in pain* 

AIR. 

Tyrant Cupid ! when, relenting. 

Will you touch the charmer's heart ? 10 

Sooth her breaft to foft contenting, 

Or remove from mine the dart > 

Tyrant Cupid ! when, relenting. 

Will you touch the charmer's heart ? 

RECITATIVE. 
But fee ! while to my pafTion voice I give, 15 

Th* applauded beauty, doubly bright, 
%Seems in the moving tale to take delight, 

And looks, as me would let me lives 
And yet me chide*, but with fo fweet an air, 
That while Ac Love denies, (he yet forbids Defpair, 

AIR 
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AIR. 

Fear not, doubting fair! t'approvemes 
Can you love me? 
Frown not, if you anfwer no ; 
If you anfwer, frown not, no. 
When again I aflc, purfuing, 15 

' If you'll ftay and fee my ruin ? 
Fly— but let me with you go ! 
BJufti not, doubting fair, t' approve me j 
\ Can you love me ? » 

«Smile, and every fear forego I . »'* 3© 
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A N 

ODE 

FOR 

VOCAL and INSTRUMENTAL 
MUSIC. 
' To the memory of the moft Noble 

WILLIAM 

DUKE of DEVONSHIRE. 

ANNO MDCC VII* 
1JJT TO MUSIC BY MR. FEPUSCH. 

[ OVERTURE OP SOFT MUSIC. ] 

BRITANNIA. 

RECITATIVE. 

YE generous Arts and Mufes, join ; 
While down your checks the dreaming forrows flow> 
Xet murmuring firings with the (oft voice combine 
T*fcxprefs the melody of woe. 
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And thou, Augufta I rife and wait 
With decent honours on the great J 
Condole my lofs, anoj wee|> Devonian fate. 



1'. AIR. [«vith flutes.] * * 

Queen of cities I leave a while 

Thy beauteous fmile, 
Tvrn to tender grief thy v>f* «a 

From thy more of Thames replying, 
Gentleft echoes fainting, dying, 
Shall their forrow too employ. 
Queep of cities'! leave awhjle 

Thy beauteous fmile* • 15 

Turn to lendej grief thy joy. . . 

AUGUSTA. 

RECITATIVE. • 

•Tie fame's chief immortality, . 

Britannia, to be moutn'd by thee. 

I know the lofs ; from midnight flcies * 

111 omans late did flrike my eyes| ao 

Near the radiant northern car 

I look'd, -and Jaw a falling Aar. 



A JR. 
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AIR. 
Lands remote the lofs will hear j 
From rocks reporting, 

Seas tranfporting, 15 

Will the wafted foirow bear. 
Winds that fly, 
Will foftly figh, 
A ftar has left the Britifh fphere. 
Lands remote, &c. 3* 

BRITANNIA. 

RECITATIVE. 

Great George ! whofe azure emblems of renown 
Are the fair gifts of Britain's crown, 
Patron of my illuftrious ifle 1 
Thou faw'ft thy order late expreft 
With added brightness on Devonia's breaft j 35 
Meet the companion knight, and own him with a fmile. 

DUE T.T O for BRITANNIA 

1 a»d AUGUSTA. 

Brit. To (hade his peaceful grave, 

Let growing palms extend ! 
Aug. To grace his peaceful grave, 

Let hovering Loves attend I 40 



B0T«J TQflu<le ** c 
ITo.gfaoi Uu 



Brit. 
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Brit. And wakeful Fame defend, 

Aug. And grateful Truth commend, 

Both. The generous and the brave ! 45 

AUGUSTA. 
RECITATIVE. 
How (hall Augufta's Tons their feill impart, 
And fummon the dumb filler art, 

In marble life to (how, 
' What the patriot was below. 
Here, let a weeping Cupid ftand, 5<> 

And wound Jiimfelf with his own dart ; 
There place the ducal crown, the fword, the wand, 
The mark of Anna's truft and his command. 

A I R. 
Lofty birth and honours mining, 
Bring a light on noble minds, 55 

. . Every courtly grace combining, 
Every generous action joining, 

With eternal laurel binds. 
Lofty birth and honours (hining, 
Bring a light on noble minds. fo 

BRITANNIA. 
RECITATIVE. 
Behold fair Liberty attend, 
And in Devonia's loft bewail a friend. 
See 1 o'er his tomb perpetual lamps flie lights, 
Then, on hi* uru the goddt& write*; 
r " Pre* 
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« Preferve, O urn I his filent duft r 65 

" Who faithful did obey 
«* Princes like Anna good and juft, 
«* Yet fcorn'd .hi* freedom to betray j, 
« And, hated by all tyrants, chofe 
«« The glory to haye fuch his foes." 7* 

AUGUSTA. 
RECITATIVE. 
Genius of Britain ! give thy farrows o'er*. 
A grateful tribute thou haft paid 
To thy Devonia's noble (hade ; 
Now, vainly weep- the dead no more I 
For fee— the duke and patriot ftill furvives, ?$ 
And in his Great Succeffor lives. 

BRITANNIA. 

RECITATIVE. 
I own the new ariiing light,, 
I fee paternal grandeur (bine, 
Defending, through th* illuftrious line, 
In the fame royal favours bright. 80 

Laft DUETTO, with all the inftruments» 
Brit. Gently fmooth thy flight, O time ! 
Aug, Smoothly wing thy flight, O time! 
BOTH. And as thou flying groweft old, 
Still this happy race behold 
lu Britannia's court fubltap* t$ 

But. 
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B*it. Lead along their (railing hours* ■> 

Au g . Long produce their failing hours $ 

Both. Bleft by all aufpicious powers. 

Brit. Gently fmooth thy flight, O time! 

Aug. Smoothly wing thy flight, O time! 90 

Both. And a* thou flying groweft old, 

Still this happy race behold 

In Britannia's court fublime. 

E.PIL'OGUS 

Spoken by Mr. MILLS, 

At the Qaeen's Theatre, on hi* Benefit-Night, Fe- 
bruary 16, 1709 \ a little before the Duke of 
Marlborough's going for Holland. 

tTTHETHEK ourftageall others does excell 
In ftrength of wit, we'll not prefume to tell : 
But this, with noble, confctons piide, we'll fay, 
No Theatre fuch glories can difplay ; 
Such worth confpicuous, beauty fo divine, 5 

As in one Brttifh audience mingled (hine. 
(Who can, without amazement, turn his fight, 
And mark the awful circle here to-night ? 
Warriors, with ever-living laurels, brought 
From empires far'd, from battles bravely fought, xo 
Here fit 5 whole matchlefs ftory (hall adorn 
Scenes yet unwrit, and charm e'en ages yet unborn* 
Yet who would not expect fuch martial Brt 9 
That fee* whaUcpat thole gallant doedaini^ire > 
1 Valour 
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Valour and Beauty (till were Britain's claim, 15 

Both are her great prerogatives of Fame ; 

By both the Mufes live, from both they catclv their 

flame. 

Then as by you, in folid glory bright, 
Our envy'd ifls through Europe fpreads her light, 
And rifing honours every year luftain, 20 

And mark the golden track of Anne's diftinguifli'd 

reign 5 
So, by your prefence here, we'll ftrive to raife 
To nobler heights our aclion and our plays j 
And Poets from your favours mall derive 
That immortality they boafc to give. 25 



WRITTEN in a WINDOW 

A T 

GREENHITHE. 

/"^ R E A T prcfident of light, and eye of day, 
^* As through this glafs you caft your vifual ray, 
And view with nuptial joys two brothers bleft, 
And fee us celebrate the genial feaft, 
Confefs that, in your progrefs round the fphere, 
You ve found the happieft youths and brighteii beau- 
ties here. 

M THE 
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THE TOASTER 4. 

'TXT H I L E circling healths infpire your fprightly 
^ * wir, 

And on each glafs fome beauty's praife is writ, 
Vou aik, my friends, how can my filent Mufe 
To Montague's foft name a verfe refute ? 
Bright though (he be, of race victorious fprung, 
By wits ador'd, and by court* poets fung, 
Unmov'd I hear her perfon calTd divine, 
I fee her features uninfpiring (bine ; 
A fofter fair my foul to tranfport warms, 
And, me once namM, no other nymph has charms. 



TOFTS and MARGARETTA* 

%/i U S I C has learned the difcords of the (late, 
-*-™* And concerts jar with whig and tory hate. 
Here Somerfct and Devonftiire attend 
The Britifli Tofts, and every note commend, 
To native merit juft, and pleas'd to fee 
We've Roman arts, from Roman bondage free, - 
There fanf d L'Epine does equal ikill employ, 
While liftening peers crowd to th* eciratic joy : 
Bedford, to hear her fong, his dice foi fakes, 
And Nottingham is raptur'd when (he (hakes : 

Luira 
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LulPd ftatefmen melt away their drowfy bares 
Of England's fafety in Italian airs. 
Who would not (end each year blank pa(Rs o'er, 
Rather than keep fuch Grangers from our /hore ? 

THE WANDERING BEAUTY. 

I. 
*Tp H E Graces and the wandering Loves 
x Are fled to diftant plains, 
To chacc the fawns, or deep in groves 

To wound admiring fwains. 
With their bright miftrefs there they ftray, 

Who turns her carelefs eyes 
From daily triumphs 5 yet, each day, 
Beholds new triumphs in her way, 

And conquers while (he flies. 

II. 
But fee ! implor'd, by moving prayers, 

To change the lover's pain, 
Ventis her haraeft'd doves prepares, 

And brings the fair again. 
Proud mortals, who this maid purfue, 

Think ywi, (he'll e'er refign ? 
Ceafe, fools, your wi(hes to renew, 
Till (lie grows fleih and blood Lke you, 

Or yon, like her, divine ! 

M t D I A- 
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DIALOGUE 

D E 
L* A M O U R E t du P E T E. 



Le P. A MGUR, jc ne veux plus aimer j 
<lx J'abjure a jamais ton empire ; 
Mon Goear, lafle de fon Martire, 
A refolu de fe calmer. 

L\Am. Contre moi, qui peut t'animer ? 

Iris, -dans fes bras te rapelle. 
Le P. Non, Iris eft une infidelle ; 

Amour, je ne veux plus aimer. 

1/ Am. Pour toi, jVi pris foin d'enflamer 
Le coeur d'une beaute nouvelle ; 
Daphne. — Le P. Non, Daphne n'eft que belle j 
Amour, je ne veux plus aimer. 

L'Am. D'un foupir, tu peux defarmtr 

Dirce, jufqu'ici fi fauvauge. 
Le P. Elle n'eft plus dans le bel age; 

Amour, je ne veux plus aimer. 



L'Am. 
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DIALOGUE 

FROM THE 

FRENCH of Monsieur DE LA MOTTE. 

Poet, tlt O, Love— I ne'er will love again 5 
«*-^l Thy Tyrant Empire I abjure 5 
My weary heart refolves to cure 
Its wounds, and eafe the raging pain. 

Love. Fool ? can ft thou fly my happy reign ? 

Iris recalls thee to her arms. 
Poet. She's falfc— I hate her perjur'd charms ; 

No, Love— I ne'er will love again. 

Love. But know for thee I've toil'd to gain 

Daphne, the bright, the reigning toaft. 

POET. Daphne but common eyes can boaft ; 
No, Love— I ne'er will love again. 

Love. She who before fcorn'd every Twain, 
Dircc, (hall for one (igh be thine. 

Poet. Age makes her rays too faintly mine ; 
No, Love— I ne'er will love again. 

M 3 Love. 
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L'Am. Mais fi jc t'aidois a charmer 

La jeune, la brilliante Flore.— 
Tu rougis— vas-tu dire encore. 
Amour, Je ne vtux pKw aimer ? 

Le P. Non 9 Dleu charmanf, daigne former 
Pour nous une chainc eteraelle j 
Mats pour tout ce qui n'eft point elle, 
Amour, -je ne veux plus aimer. 



Love. 
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Love. But mould I give thee charms t* obtain 
Flora, the young, the bright, the gay 1 
I fee thee bluih— now, rebel, fay, 
No, Love—I ne'er will love again. 

Poet. No, charming God, prepare a chain 
Eternal for that fair and me I 
Yet ftill know every fair but (he, 
I've vow'd I ne'er will love again. 



M 4 VENUS 
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VENUS' -a no ADONIS, 

A 

CANTATA. 

SET BY MR. HANDEL. 

RECITATIVE. 

BEHOLD where weeping Venus (lands ! 
What more than mortal grief can move 
The bright, th* immortal Queen of Love ? 
She beats her breaft, (he wrings her hands $ 
And hark, (he mourns, but mourns in vain, 
Her beauteous, lov'd Adonis, (lain. 
The hills and woods her lofs deplore ; 
The Naiads hear, and flock around 5 
And Echo fighs, with mimick found, 

Adonis is no more ! 
Again the goddefs raves, and tears her hair ; 
Then vents her grief, her love, and her defpair. 

A I R. 
Dear Adonis, beauty's treafure, 
Now my forrow, once my pleafure ; 

O return to Venus' arms ! 
Venus never will forfake thee ; 
Let the voice of Love o'ertake thee, 
And revive thy drooping charms* 

RE- 



VENUS and ADONIS. «6$ 

RECITATIVE. 
Thus, Queen of Beauty, as thy Poets feign, 
While thou didft call the lovely Twain j 10 

Transform^ by heavenly power, 
The lovely fwain arofe a flower, 

And, failing, grac d the plain. 
And now he blooms, and now he fades $ 
Venus and gloomy Proferpine %$ 

Alternate claim his charms divine ; 
By turns reftor'd to light, by turns he feeks the (hades. 

A I R. 

Tranfporting joy, 

Tormenting fears, 

Reviving fmiles, 30 

Succeeding tears, 
Are Cupid's various train. 

The tyrant boy 

Prepares his darts, 

With foothing wiles, 35 

With cruel arts, 
And pleafure blends with pain. 



N- 
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CANTATA. 
PASTORAL. 

SET BY DR. PEPUSCH. 

RECITATI VE. 

YOUNG Strephon, by his folded flieep, 
Sat wakeful on the plains : 
Love held his weary eyes from fleep, 
While, filent in the vale, 
The liftening nightingale 
Forgot her own, to hear his (trains. 
And now the beauteous Queen of Night, 
Unclouded and ferene, 
Sheds on the neighbouring fea her filver light ; 
The neighbouring fea was calm and bright j 
The fhepherd fung infpir'd, and blefs'd the lovely fcene. 

AIR. 

While the (ky and feas are mining. 
See, my Flora's charms they wear 5 

Secret night, my joys divining, 
PleasM my amorous tale to hear $ 
Smiles, and foftly turns her fphere* 

While the iky and feas are mining, 
See, my Flora's charms they wear. 

R E- 
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RECITATIVE. 

Ah, foolUh Strephoa ! change thy ftnrin ; 
The lovely fcene falfe joy infpires : 
For look, thou fond> . deluded fwain, 
A rifing florm invades the mam \ 

The Planet of the night, 

I neon ft ant, from thy light 

Behind a cloud retires* 
Flora is fled j thou lov'ft in vain : 
Ah, foolim Strephon ! change thy drain. 

AIR. 
Hope beguiling, 
Like the moon and ocean foiling, 
Does thy eafy faith betray, 
Flora ranging. 
Like the moon and ocean changing, 
More inconftant proves than they. 

BEAUTY, 

AN ODE, 

I. 
"C* A I R rival to the god of day, 

Beauty, to thy cceleftial ray 
A thoufand fprightly fruits we owe j 
Gay wit, and moving eloquence, 
And every art f improve the fenfc, 
And every grace that (bines below. 

t II. Not 
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II. 

Not Phoebus does our longs infpire, 
Nor did Cyllenius form the lyre, 
*Tis thou art'Mufick's living fpring ; 
' To thee the Poet tunes his lays, 
And, fweetly warbling Beauty's praift, 
Defcribes the power that makes him fing. 

HI. 
Painters from thee their fkill derive, 
By thee their works to ages litre, 
For ev'n thy fliadows give furprize, 
As when we view in cryftal ftreams 
The morning fun, and rifmg beams 
That feem to ihoot from other ikies. 

IV. 
Enchanting vifion 1 who can be 
Unmov'd that turns his eyes on thee ? 
Yet brighter ftill thy glories mine, 
And double charms thy power improve, 
When Beauty, dreft in fmiles of Lore, 
Grows, like its parent Heaven, divine ! 



M Y R A. 
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M Y < R A, 

A 

CANTATA. 

SET BY DR. PEPUS C H. 

AIR. 

LOVE frowns in beauteous Myra's eyes j 
Ah, nymph 1 thofe cruel looks give o'er. 
While Love is frowning, Beauty dies, 
And you can charm no more. 

RECITATIVE. 

Mark, how when fullen clouds appear, 
And wintery ftorms deface the year, 
The prudent cranes no longer ftay, 
But take the wing, and through the air, 
From the cold region fly away, 
And far o'er land and feas to warmer climes repair, 
Juft fo, my heart— But fee-*— Ah no I 
She frailes— > I will not, cannot go. 

AIR. 
Love and the Graces fmiling, 
In Myra's eyes beguiling, 
Again their charms recover. 
Would you fecure our duty, 
Let kindnefs aid your beauty, 
. Ye fair, to footh the lover. 

ALEX- 
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ALEXANDER'S FEAST; 

R, 

T HE POWER OF MUSIC. 

A N 

ODE 

1 N 

HONOUR OF ST. CECILIA'S DAY. 
BY MR. DRYDEN, 

ALTERED FOR MUSIC BY MR. HUGtfES. 
I. 

RECITATIVE. 
3*Tp W A S at the royal fcaft, for Perfia won 

A By Philip's warlike fon j 
Aloft in awful ftate, 
The godlike hero fate 
On his imperial throne ; 
His valiant peer* were pfcufd around ; 
Their brows with rofea and with myrtles bound. 

AIR. 
Lovely Thais by his fide 
Blooming fat in beauty's pride. 
Happy, happy, happy Pair ! 
\one but the brave deferves the fair I 

n. re- 
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II. 
RECITATIVE. 

Tiniothcus plac'd on high, 
Amid the tuneful quire, 
With flying fingers touched the lyre i 
Trembling the notes afcend the flcy, 
And heavenly joys infpire. 
The fong began from Jove, 
Who left his blifsful feats above 3 
(Such is the power of mighty Love ! 
A dragon's fiery form bely'd the god 3 
Sublime on radiant fpires he rode, 
When he to fair Olympia prefs'd, 
And while be fought her fnowy breaft 3 
Then round her (lender waift he curl'd, 
And ftamp'd an image of himfelf, a fovereign of the 
world. 
The liftening croud adore the lofty found, 
A prefent deity, they fhout around 3 
A prefent deity, the echoing roofs rebound ! 

A I R. 
With raviftTd ears 
The monarch hears, 
Aftumes the god, 
Affects the nod, 
And feems to (hake the fpheres. 

IIL R E- 
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III.. 
RECITATIVE. 
The praife of Bacchus then the fwect Mufician fung, 
Of Bacchus ever fair, and ever young : 
Behold he comes, the victor god I 
FlunVd with a purple grace, 
He (hews his honed face $ 
As when, by tigers drawn, o\er India's plaint he rode, 
While, loud with conqueft and with wine. 
His jolly troop around him reel'd along, 
And taught the vocal /kies to join 

In this applauding fong. ^ 

D U E T TO. 
Bacchus ever gay and young, 
Firft did drinking joys ordain : 
i. Bacchus' bleflings are a treafure 5 
%. Drinking is the foldier's pleafure 
•i. Rich the treafure, 
2. Sweet the pleafure ! 
BOTH. Sweet is pleafure after pain! 

VI. 
REC ITATI VE. 
FirM with the found, the king grew vain 5 
Fought all his battles o'er again, 
And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he flew 
the flain. 
The matter faw the madnefs rife, 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes j 

And 
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And while he Heaven and Earth defy'dj 
He chofe a mournful Mufe, 
Soft pity to infufe j 
Then thus he chaug'd his fong, and checked his pride. 

AIR. 
See Darius great and good. 

By too feverc a fate, 

Fall'n from his high eftatej 
Behold his flowing blood ! 
On earth th* expiring monarch lies, 
With not a friend to clofc his eyes. 

V. 
RECITATIVE. 

With downcaft looks the joylefs vi&or fate, 
Revolving in his alrer'd foul 
The various turns of chance below 5 
And, now and then, a figh he dole, 

And tears began to flow. 
The mighty matter fmiPd to fee * 

That love was in the next degree, 
*Twas but a kindred-found to move: 
For pity melts the mind to love. 

Softly fweet in Lydian meafures, 

Soon he footh'd his foul to pleafures. 

AIR with flutes. 

War is toil and trouble, 
Honour is an airy bubble, 

N Never 
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Never ending, ftill beginning, 
Fighting ftilJ, and ft ill deftroying, 
If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, <$ think it, worth enjoying : 
Lovely Thais fits befide thee, 
Take the good the gods provide thee. 

VI. 
RECITATIVE. 

The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gaz'd on the fair, 
Who caus'd his care, 
And (igh'd and look'd, figh'd and looked,. 
Sigh'd .and look'd, and fighM again :• 
At length, with love and wine at once opprefs'd,. 
The vanquiuVd victor fjunfc upon her breaft. 

DUETTO. 

t. Phoebus, patron of the lyre„ 

a> Cupid, god of foft defire, 

i. Cupid, god of foft defire,. 

2. Phoebus, patron of the lyre, 
i & 2. How victorious are your charms? 

i. CrownM with conqueft, 

a. Full of glory* 
a & 2. See a monarch fall'n before ye, 

Chain'd in beauty's clafping arms I* 

VII. R *+ 
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VII. 
RECITATIVE. 
Now ftrike the golden lyre again j 
A louder yet, and yet a louder drain : 
Break his bands of deep afnnder, 
Rouze him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Hark, hark, the horrid found 
Has raisM up his head, 
As awak'd from the dead, 
And amaz'd he (tares around ! 

AIR [with fymphonies.] 
Revenge, Revenge, Aleclo cries, 

See the furies arife ! 

See the foakes that they rear, 

How they hifs in their hair, 
And the fparkles that flafli from their eyes ! 

VIII. 
RECITATIVE. 
Behold a ghaftly band, 
Each a torch in his hand ! 
Thofe are Grecian ghofts, that in battle were (lain* 
And unbury'd remain, 
Inglorious on the plain. 
Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew. 
Behold how they toft their torches on high, 

How they point to the Perfian abodes, 
And glittering temples of their hoftile gods ! 

N % AIR- 
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AIR. 

The princes applaud with a furious joy ; 
iLiV.l ate king feiz'd a flambeau, with zeal to deftroy 5 

Thai* led the way, 

To light him to his prey, 
And, like another Helen, nVd another Troy. 

IX. 

t RECITATIVE. 
Thus, long ago, 
* Ere heaving bellows learn* d to blow, 
While organs yet were mute; 
Timotheus, to his breathing flute, 
And founding lyre, 
Could fwell the foul to rage, or kindle foft defire. 
At laft divine Cecilia came, 
Inventrefs of the vocal frame ; 
The fweet enthufiaft, from her facred (lore, 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to folemn founds, 
With nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown before. 

AIR. 

Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 

Or both divide the crown 5 
He rais'd a mortal to the ikies, 

She drew an angel down. 

SONGS. 
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*T* H Y origin *s divine, I fee, 
-*- Of mortal race thou can'ft not be j 
Thy lip a ruby luftre (hows ; 
Thy purple cheek outfiiines the rofe, 
And thy bright eye is brighter far 
Than any planet, any ftar. 
Thy fordid way of life defpife, 
Above thy Slavery, Silvia, rife 5 
Difplay thy beauteous form and mien, 
And grow a goddefs, or a .queen. 

II. 

i^tO N S TAN T I A, fee, thy faithful flave,, 
^ Dies of the wound thy beauty gave I 
Ah ! gentle nymph, no longer try 
From fond purfuing love to fly. 

Thy pity to my love impart, 
Pity my bleeding aching heart; 
Regard my fighs and flowing tear?, , 
And with a fmile remove my fears. 

A wedded wife if thou would* ft be, 
By facred Hymen joinM to me, 
Ere yet the weftern fun dscline,- 
My hand and heart mall -botl-i be thine. 

N 3 III. THRICE* 
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III. 

THRICE lov'd Conftantia^ heavenly fair, 
For thee a fervant's form I wear; 
Though bleft with wealth, and nobly bom, 
For thee, both wealth and birth I fcorn : 
Truft me, fair maid, my conftant flame 
For ever will remain the fame $ 
My love, that ne'er will ceafe, my love 
Shall equal to thy beauty prove. 



TRANSLATED 

FROM 
PERSIAN VERSES, 

ALLUDING TO 

THB CUSTOM OF WOMEN BEING BURIED WITH 

THEIR HUSBANDS, 

AND MEN WITH THEIR WIVES, 

ETERNAL are the chains which here 
The generous fouls of lovers bind, 
When Hymen joins our hands, we fwear 

To be for ever true and kind : 
And when, by death, the fair are fnatch'd away, 

Left we our fblemn vows (hould break, 
In the fame grave our living corpfe we lay, 
And willing the lame fate partake. . 

AN O- 
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ANOTHER. 

MY deareft fpoufe, that thou and T 
May (hun the fear which firft mould die, 
Clafp'd in each other's arms we'll live, 

Alike confum'd in love's foft fire, 
That neither may at laft furvive, 
But gently both at once expire. 



O N 

ARCIUEANASSA 

O F 
COLOPHOS. 

ARQUEANASSA's charms infpire 
Within my bread a lover's fire j 
Age, its feeble fpite difplaying, 

Vainly wrinkles all her face, 
Cupids, in each wrinkle playing, 

Charm my eyes with lading grace i 
But, before old Time purfued her, 

Ere he funk thefe little caves, 
How I pity thofe who view'd her, 

And in youth were made her (laves 1 



O U 
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O N 

F U L V I A, 

THE 
WIFE OF ANTHONY. 

FROM THE LATIN OF AUGUSTUS CiESAR. 

WHILE from hisconfort falfe Antonius flies, 
And doats on Glaphyra's far brighter eyes, 
Fulvia, provok'd, her female arts prepares, 
Reprifals feeks, and fpreads for me her fnares. 
« c The hufband's falfe'* — But why muft I endure 
This nauieous plague, and her revenge procure ? 
What though (he afk ? — How happy were my doom, ' 
Should all the difcontente'd wives of Rome 
Repair in crowds to me, when fcorn'd at home ! 
,c *Tis war," flie fays, " if, I refufe her charms :" 
Let's think.— She's ugly — Trumpets, found to arms ! 



>onaO 



HUDIBRAS IMITATED. 

WRITTEN IN 171O. 

/~v Blefled time of reformation-, 
^^ That's now beginning through the nation 1 
The Jacks bawl loud for church triumphant, 
nd {wear all whigs (hall kifs the rump cn't. 

Sec 
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See how they draw the beaftly rabble 

With zeal and noifes formidable, 

And make all cries about the town 

Join notes to roar fanatics down ! 

As bigots give the fign about, 

They ftretch their throats with hideous (hour. 

Black tinkers bawl aloud " to fettle 

'* Church-privilege" — for " mending kettle/* 

Each fow-gelder, that blows his horn, 

Cries out " to have difTenters fworn." 

The oyfter- wenches lock their fifli up, 

And cry " no Prefbyterian bimop ! 

The moufe-trap men lay fave-alls by, 

And 'gainft " low church men'' loudly cry,. 

A creature of amphibious nature, 

That trims betwixt the land and water, 

And leaves his mother in the lurch, 

To fide with rebels 'gainft the church !' 

Some cry for " penal laws," in (lead 

Of " pudding-pies, and ginger-bread :" 

And fome, for " broom?, old boots, and flioes,** 

Roar out, " God blefs our commons hc?ufe I 

Some bawl •* the votes*' about the- town, 

And wifti they'd " vote difTenters down." 

Inftead of " kitchen-fluff," fome cry, 

" Confound the late whig-miniftry I" 

And fome, for " any chairs to mend," 

The commons late addrefs commend. 

Some for " old gowns for china ware," 

Exclaim again It " extempore prayer i" # 

And 
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And fome for " old fuits, cloaks, or coats,** 

Cry, " D — n your preachers without notes V % 

He that cries <* coney- fltins, or onioas," 

Blames " toleration of opinions/* 

Blue- apron whores, that fit with furmety, 

Kail at " occafional conformity/' 

In dead of " cucumbers to pickle," 

Some cry aloud, " No conventicle 1" 

Mafons, inftead of " building houfes," 

To " build the church," would ftarve their fpoufes, 

And gladly leave their trades, for ftorming 

The meeting- houfes, or informing. 

Bawds, ftrumpets, and religion- haters, 

Pimps, pandars, atheifts, fornicators, 

Rogues, that, like Falftaff, icarce know whether 

A church's infide *s ftone or leather, 

Yet join the parfons and the people, 

To cry " the church,"— -but mean " the fteeple." 

If, holy mother, fuch you'll own 
For your true fons, and fuch alone, 
Then Heaven have mercy upon you, 
But the de'il take your beaftly crew ! 



AN 



A K 

O D E 

T O T H I 

CREATOR of the WORLD: 

OCCASIONED BY 

THE FRAGMENTS OF ORPHEUS. 



" Quid prius dicam folitis parentis 

" Laudibus ?■ 

•' Qui mare & terras variifque mundum 

" Temperat horis ? 
" Unde nil ma jus generatur ipfo, 
" Nee viget quicquam fimile aut fecundum." 

Horat* 



INTRODUCTION 

TO THB FOLLOWING 

O D E. 

*T~*HAT the praifes of the* Author of Nature, which 
is the fitted fubjeft for the fublime way of writ- 
ing, wa3 the mod ancient ufe of Poetry, cannot be 
Jearn'd from a more proper inflance (next to exam- 
ples of holy writ) than from the Greek fragments of 
Orpheus ; a relique of great antiquity : they contain 
feveral verfes concerning God, and his making and 
governing the univerfe j which, though imperfect; 
have many noble hints and lofty expreflions. Yet 
whether thefe verfes were indeed written by that cele- 
brated Father of Poetry and Mufick, who preceded 
Homer, or by Onomacritus who lived about the time 
of Pifidratus, and only contain fome of the do&iines 
of Orpheus, is a queftion of little ufe or importance. 

A large paraphrafe of thefe in French verfe has been 
prefixed to the tranftation of Phocylides, but m a flat 
ftile; much inferior to the defign. The following Ode, 
with many alterations and additions proper to a mo- 
dern poem, is attempted upon the fame model, in a 
language which, having ftronger finews than the French, 
% by the confeflion of their bed critick Rapin, more 

pable of fudaining great fubjecls. . 
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A N 

O D E 

TO THE 

CREATOR of the WORLD. 



I. 

OMUSE unfeign'd ! O true caleftial fire* 
Brighter than that which rules the day, 
Bcfcend ! a mortal tongue infpire 
To fing fome great immortal lay ! 
Begin, and ftrike aloud the confecrated lyre ! 
Hence, ye profane ! be far away ! 
Hence all ye impious flaves that bow 
Tx> idol lufts, or altars raife, 
And to falfe heroes give fantaftic praife 1 
And hence ye gods, who to a crine your fpurious beings 

awe! 
But hear, O Heaven, and Earth, and Seas profound ! 

Hear, ye fathom'd deeps below, 
And let your echoing vaults repeat the found ; 
Let nature, trembling all around, 
Attend her matter's awful name, 
J?rom whom heaven, earth, and feas, and all the wide 
creation came ! 1 5 

U. Hr 
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II. 

He fpoke the great command 5 and Light, 
Heaven's eldeft-born and fail eft child, 

FlanVd in the lowering face of ancient Night, 

And, pleasM with its, own birth, feienely fiiiiPd. 
The Sons of Morning, on the wing, 
Hovering in choirs, his praifes fung, 
When from th* unbounded vacuous fpace 
A beauteous rifing world they faw, 

When Nature (hew'd her yet unfinifhVl face, 
And motion took th* eftabliftfd law 
To roll the various globes on high j 

When Time was taught his infant wings to try, 
And from the barrier fprung to his appointed race. 

III. 

'Supreme, Almighty, ftill the fame ! 

'Tis he, the great infpiring mind, 
That animates and moves this univerfal frame, 
Prefent at once in all, and by no place connVd. 

Not Heaven itfelf can bound his fway, 
Beyond th* untravePd limits of the Iky, 

Invifible to mortal eye 

He dwells in uncreated day. 
Without beginning, without end ; 'tis he 
That fills th* unmeafur'd growing orb of vaft irameniity* 

4V. What 
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IV. 
What power but his can rule the changeful main, 
And wake the fkeping ftorm, or its loud rage refhain I 
When winds their gathered forces try, 
And the chaPd ocean proudly f wells in vain, 

His voice reclaims th' impetuous roar ; 
In murmuring tides th* abated billows fly, 
And the fpent tempeft dies upon the (bore. 
The meteor world is his, Heaven's wintery (lore, 

The moulded hail, the feather' d fnow j 
The fummer breeze, the foft refrefhing (hower, 
The loofe divided cloud, and many- coloured bow j 
The crooked lightning darts around,. 
His fovereign orders to fulfill - y 
The mooting flame obeys th* eternal will, 
Lanch'd from his hand, inftrucled where to kill, 
Or rive the mountain oak, or blail th* unfhelterM 
ground, 

V. 
Yet, pleas'd to blefs, indulgent to fupply, 

He, with a father's tender care, 
Supports the numerous family 
That peoples earth and fea and air. 
From Nature's giant race, trf enormous elephant* 
Down to the infect worm and creeping ant j. 
From th* eagle, fovereign of the fky, 
To each inferior feather'd brood j. 
From crowns and purple majefty 
To humble (hepherds on the plains, 
His hand unfeen divides to all their food, 
And the whole world of life fuftains, 

3 VI. Al 
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VI. 

At one wide view his eye Airveys 

His works, in every diftant clime j 

He fhifts the feafons, months, and days, 

The (hort-liv'd offspring of revolving time j 
By turns they die, by turns are born $ 
Now chearful Spring the circle leads. 
And ftrows with flowers the fmiling meads) 

Gay Summer next, whom ruffet robes adorn. 
And waving fields of yellow corn 5 
Then Autumn, who with lavifli (lores the lap of 
Nature fpreads 5 

Decrepit Winter, laggard in the dance, 
{Like feeble age oppreft with pain) 
A heavy feafon does maintain, 
With driving fnows and winds and rain 5 
Till fpring, recruited to advance, 
The various year rolls round again- 

VIII. 

But who, thou preat Ador'd ! who can withftanJ 
The terrors of thy lifted hand, 
When, long provoked, thy wrath awakes, 
And confeious Nature to her center (hakes > 

Rais'd by thy voice, the thunder flies, 
Hurling pale fear and wild confufion round, 
How dreadful is th' inimitable found, 
The (hock of earth and teas, and labour of the ikies ! 

Thea 
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Then where 's Ambition's haughty creft r 
Where the gay head of wanton Pride ? 
Seel tyrants fall, and wifli the opening ground 
Would take them quick to (hades of left, 
And in their common parent's breaft 
From thee their bury'd forms for ever hide j 
In vain— -for all the elements conlpire, 
The fliatter'd earth, the rufhing fea, 
Tempeftuous air, and raging fire, 
To punifli vile mankind, and fight for thee j 
Nor Death itfelf can intercept the blow, 
Eternal is the guilt, and without end the woe. 

VIII. 
O Cyrus! Alexander! Julius! all 
Ye mighty lords that ever rui'd this ball ! 
Once gods of earth, the living deftinies 

That made a hundred nations bow ! 

Where *s your extent of empire now ! 
Say where preferv'd your phantom glory lies ? 

Can brafs the fleeting thing fecure ? 

Enflirin'd in temples does it (lay ? 
Or in huge amphitheatres endure 
The rage of rolling Time, and fcorn decay ? 
Ah no ? the mouldering monuments of Fame 

Your vain deluded hopes betray, 
Nor fliew th' ambitious founder's name, 
Mix'd with yourfclves in the fame mafs of clay. 

O IX. Pro- 
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IX. 
Proceed, my Mufe ! Time's wafting thread purfue> 

And fee at laft th* unravel'd clue, 
When cities fink, and kingdoms are no more, 
And weary nature mall her work give o'er. 

Behold th' Almighty Judge on high t 

See in his hand the book of fate I 

Myriads of fpirits fill the fky 

T* attend, with dread folemnity, 
The world's laft fcene, and time's concluding date* 
The feeble race of (hort-liv'd Vanity 

And fickly Pomp at once (hall die j 
Foul Guilt to midnight cares will (hrink away. 

Look back, and tremble in her flight, 

And curie at Heaven's purfuing light, 
Surrounded with the vengeance of that day. 
How will you then, ye impious, 'fcape your doom, 

Self-judg'd, abandoned, overcome? 
Your clouds of painted blifs ftiall melt before your 
fight. 
Yet fliall you not the giddy chace refrain, 

Nor hope more folid blifs t* obtain, 
Nor once repeat the joys you knew before 5 
But figh, a long eternity of pain, 
Toft in an ocean of defire, yet never find a more. 

X. 

But fee where the mild Sovereign fits prepared 
His better fubje&s to reward 1 
Where am I now ! what power divine 

Tranfports me ! what immprtal fplendort wine ! 

Torrents 
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Torrents of glory that opprefs the fight ! 
What joys, cceleftial king ! thy throne furround ! 
The fun, who, with thy borrow'd beams fo bright, 
Sees not his peer in all the ftarry round,. 

Would here diminiuYd fade away, 

Like his pale fitter of the night, 
When (he refigns her delegated light, 
Loft in the blaze of day. 

Here wonder only can take place j— 

Then, Mufe, th* adventurous flight forbear ! 
Thefe my flic fcenes thou canft no farther trace ; 
Hope may fome boundlefs future blifs embrace, 

But what, or when, or how, or where, 
Are mazes all, which Fancy runs in vain ; 
Nor can the narrow cells of human brain. 
The vaft immeafurable thought contain. 



T O 

MR. A D D I S O N, 

ON H I % 
TRAGEDY OF CATO. 



THOUGH Cato mines in Virgil's epic fong, 
Prefcribing laws among th' Elyfian throng ; 
Though Lucan's verfe, exalted by his name, 
O'er gods thcmfelves has rais'd the hero's fame ; 

O % The 
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The Roman ftage did ne'er his image fee, * 
Drawn at full length j a taflt referVd for thee. 
By thee we view the finiuVd figure rife, 
And awful march before our •raviih'd eyes j 
We hear his voice, averting virtue's caufe ; 
His fate renew' d our deep attention draws. 
Excites by turns our various hopes and fears, , 
And all the patriot in thy icene appears. 

On Tiber's bank thy thought was firft infpir'd j 
Twas there, to forae indulgent grove retired, 
Rome's ancient fortunes rolling in thy mind, 
Thy happy Mufe this manly work defign'd : 
Or in a dream thou faw'ft Rome's genius (land, 
And, leading Cato in his facred hand, 
Point out th* immortal fubje6r. of thy lays, 
And arte this labour to record his praife. 

'Tis done— the hero lives, and charms our age! 
While nobler morals grace the Britifh ftage. 
Great Shakefpeare's ghoft, the folemn ftrain to hear, 
(Methinks I fee the laurcrd Aade appear I) 
Will hover o'er the fcene, and wondering view 
His favourite Biutuf rival'd thus by you. 
Such Roman greatnefs in each action mines, 
Such Roman eloquence adorns your lines, 
That Aire the Sibyls books this year foretold ; 
And in fome myftic leaf was found inroli'd, 
* Rome, turn thy mournful eyes from Africk's fliore. 

Nor in her iands thy Cato's tomb explore ! 

« When 
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• When thrice fix hundred times the circling Am 
( His annual race (hall through the zodiack run, 
' An ifle remote his monument (hall rear, 

* And every generous Briton pay a tear.' 



ADVICE TO MR. POPE, 

ON HIS INTENDED TRANSLATION OF 

HOMER 'S ILIAD, 1714. 

OTHOU, who, with a happy genius born, 
Can ft tuneful verfe in flowing numbers turn, 
Crown'd on thy Windfor's plains with early bays, 
Be early wife, nor truft to barren praife. 
Blind was the bard that fung Achilles* rage, 
He fung, and begg'd, and curs\i th* ungiving age y 
If Britain his tranflatcd long would hear, 
Fir ft take the gold-— then charm the liftening ear, 
So (hall thy father Homer fmile to fee 
His penfion paid— though late, and paid to thee. 



O j TO 
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TO T H S 
MEMORY Otf MR. MILTON. 

Homer's Defcription of Himfelf, under the Chara&er 

of Denwdochus the Mufician, at the Feaft 

of King .Alcinovs. 

FROM THE EIGHTH BOOK OF THE OI^YSSES. 

THE Mufe with'tranfport lov*d him 5 yet, to fill 
His various lot, fliefcleuded good with if] 5 
sDepriv'd him of his eyes, but did impart 
The heavenly gift of long, and all the tuneful art. 



T O 

A LADY, 

-W I T H THE 

TRAGEDY OF CATO. 



TWO ihining maids this happy workdifplaysf 
Each moves our rapture, both divide our praife : 
T n Marcia, we her godlike father trace; 
Sile Lucia triumphs with each fofter grace, 
ftrikes with awe, and one gives chafte delight | 
it bright as lightning, this ferene as light. 

3 Vet 
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Yet by die Mufe the fhadow'd forms were wrought, 
And both are creatures of the Poet's thought. 

In her that animates thefe lines, we view 
The wonder greater, the defcription true 5 
Each living virtue, every grace combin'd, 
And Marcia's worth with Lucia's fweetnefs joinM. 

Had flie been born ally'd to Cato's name} 
Numidia's prince had felt a real flame j 
And, pouring his refiftlefs troops from far, 
With bolder deeds had turnM the doubtful war; 
Caefar had fled before his conquering arms, 
And Roman Mufes fung her beauty's charms. 



A 

FRAGMENT. 



PROMISCUOUS crouds to worthlefs riches born, 
Thy pencil paints, 'tis true, yet paints with fcorn. 
Sometimes the fool, by nature left half-made, 
Mov'd by fome happy inftintt alks thy aid, 
To give his face to reafort fbroe pretence, 
And raife his looks wuhJJppptancmal fenfe. 



O 4 SERB 
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S E R E N A T A, 
FOR TWO VOICES. 

ON THE 

MARRIAGE 

OF T H E 

RIGHT HONOURABLE 

THE 

LORD COBHAM to Mrs. ANNE HALSEY. 

DUETTO. 

WAKE th* harmonious voice and firing, 
Love and Hymen's triumph (big. 
Sounds with fecret charms combining, 
In melodious union joining, 
Beft the wondrous joys can tell, 
That in hearts united dwell. 

RECITATIVE. 

FIRST VOICE. 

To young Victoria's happy fame, 
Well may the Arts a trophy raife, 
Mufick grows Tweeter in her praife, 
4j own'd by her, with rapture fpeaks her name, 

To 



SERENATA. act 

To touch the brave Cleander's heart, 
The Graces all in her confpire ; 
Love arms her with his fureft dart,. 
Apollo with his lyre. 

AIR. 

The Irftening Mufes, all around her, 
Think His Phoebus' ftrains they hear : 

And Cupid, drawing near to wound her, 
Drops his bow, and ftands to hear. 

RECITATIVE, 

SECOND VOICE. 

While crowds of rivals, with defpair, 
Silent admire, or vainly court the fair, 
Behold the happy conqueft of her eyes,. 

A hero is the glorious prize f 
In courts, in camps, through diftant realms re- 
nowned, 

Cleander comes— Victoria, fee, 

He comes, with Britim honour crown'd $ 

Love leads his eager fteps to thee. 

AIR. 
In tender figh* he filence breaks, 

The fair his flame approves. 
Confenting bluflies warm her cheeks, 

She fmiles,— - (lie yields,— flic loves. 

R E- 
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RECITATIVE. 

FIRST VOICE. 

/ 

Now Hymen at the altar (lands, 
' And while he joins their faithful hands. 
Behold ! by ardent vows drawn down, 
Immortal Concord, heavenly bright* 
Array 'd in robes of pureft light, 
De fee rids, th* aufpicious rites to- crown. 
Her golden harp thegoddefs brings j 
Its magic found 
Commands a fudden filence all around, 
And flrains prophetic thus attune the firings. 



i Voice. 
a Voice. 

i and a» 



Both. 



DUETTO. 

The fwain his nymph pofieffing, 
The nymph her fwain carefling, 
J Shall ftfll improve the bleffing. 
\ For ever kind and true. 
r While rolling years are fiyi||g, 
\ Love, Hymen's lamp fupplying, 
J With fuel never dying, 
L Shall ftill the flame renew. 



H 0- 
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H O R A T I U S, 

-IN LIBRO PRIMO EPISTOLARUM. 

Eimidium fa&i, qui coepit, habet. Sapert aude jt 
Incipe* Vivendi qui recle prorogat horam, 
Rufticus expeclsrt dum dcfluat amim : at ille 
Labitur & labetur in omne volubilis aevum. 

TRANSLATED, 

TO-MORROW cheats us all. Why doft thorn 
Gay, 
And leave undone what fhould J* done to-day I 
Begin — the prefent minute 's in thy power $ 
But toll t* adjourn, and wait a fitter. hour, 
Is like the clown, who at fome river's fide 
Expecting ftands, in hopes the running tide 
Will all ere long be paft— Fool I not to know, 
It Aiil has flow'd the fame, and will for ever flow. 



O N 
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O N A 

C O E LA R 

PRESENTED FOR 

♦ HAPPY GILL. 1712. 

» r-T* H OU little favourite of the fair I 

-*■ When thou thefe golden bands (hall weary 
The hand that binds them foftly kifs, 
With confcious joy, and own thy bliis. 
Proud of his chain, who would not be 
A (lave, to gain her fmiki, like thee ? 

THE 

CHARACTER 

OF THE 

LADY HENRIETTA CAVENDISH 
HOLLES*. 1712-13. 

SUCH early wjfdom, fuch a lovely face* 
Such modeft greatnefs, fuch attractive grace j 
Wit, beauty, goocbicfs, charity, and truth, 
The riper fenfe of age, the bloom of youth 1 

• This Lady, alfo celebrated by Mr. Prior in a 

' eautiful ode, called " Colin's Miftake," was af- 

'wards married to Edward Earl of Oxford, and was 

ther of the pre lent Dutchefs Dowager of Portland. 

Whence 
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Whence is it, that hi one fair piece we find 
Thefe various beauties of the female kind ? 
Sure but in one fuch different charms agree. 
And Henrietta is that phoenix-flie. 



TRUTH, HONOUR, HONESTY, 

THE 

MOTTO CHOSEN BY THE RIGHT HON. 

THE 

tADY HENRIETTA CAVENDISH HOLLES. 



IN thee, bright maid, though all the virtues Jhine, 
With rival beams, and -every grace is thine, 
Yet three, diftingutfh'd by thy early voice, 
Excite our praife, and well deferve thy choice. 

Immortal Truth in Heaven itfelf difplays 
Her charms celeftial born, and purtft rays, 
Which thence in ftreams, like golden fun (hint, flow, 
And died their light on minds like yours below. 

Fair Honour, next in beauty and in grace, 
Shines in her turn, and claims the fecond -place : 
•She fills the well-born foul with noble fires, 
And generous thoughts and godlike acls in fpires. 

Then 
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Then Honefty, with native air, fucceeds, 
Plain is her look, unartful are her deeds ; 
And, juft alike to friends and foes, (he draws 
The bounds of right and wrong, nor errs from equal 
laws. 

From Heaven this fcale of virtues thus defcends 
By juft degrees, and thy full choice defends- 
So when, in vifionary trains, by night 
Attending angels blefs'd good Jacob's fight,. 
The myftic ladder thus appear'd to rife, 
Its foot on earth, its fummit in the fkies. 



H Y M N. 

SUNG BY THE 
CHILDREN OF CHRIST'S HOSPITAL, 

AT THE ENTRY OF. 

KING GEORGE. 

INTO LONDON, 1714. 

L 

TT E A R us, O God, this joyful day ! 
-"■ Whole nations join their voice,. 
To Thee united thanks to pay, 
And in thy ftrength rejoice. 

II. For 
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II. 

For led by thee, O King of Kings ! 

Our Sovereign George we fee ; 
Thy hand the Royal btefling brings, 

He comes, he reigns, by thee 1 

III. 

Plenteous of grace, pour from above 

Thy favours on his head ; 
Truth, Mercy, Righteoufnefs, and Love, 

As guards around him fpread. 

VI. 

With length of days, and glory crown'd, 

With wealth and fair increafe, 
Let him abroad be far renown'd, 

Still blcft at home with peace. 



A M 0- 



*dS HUGHES'S POEMS. 
A MONUMENTAL 

ODE. 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

MRS. ELIZABETH HUGHES, 

LATE 

WIFE OF EDWARD HUGHES, ESQ^ 
o p 

HBRTINGFORDBURY IK THE COUNTY OF 
HERTFORD, 

AND DAUGHTER OF RICHARD HARRISON, fSQ^ 
OF BALLS IN THE SAME COUNTY*. 

OBJT 15 NOV. MDCCX1V. 
I. 

. Q EE ! how thofe dropping monuments decay 
^ Frail manfions of the filent dead, 
Whofe fouls to uncorrupting regions fled, 
With a wife (corn their mouldering duft furvey. 
Their tombs are nuYd from duft as well as they j 
For fee ! to duft they both seturn, 
And Time confumes alike the allies and the urn. 
H. 
We aflc the fculptor's art in vain 
To make us for a fpace ourfelves furvive.j 
fa Parian (tone we proudly breathe again, 
Or ftem in figured brais to live. 

* Yet 
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Yet ftone and brafs our hopes betray, 
Age (teals the mimic forms and characters away. 
In vain, O Egypt, to the wondering ikies 
With giant pride thy pyramids arife 5 
Whatever their vaft and gloomy valts contain, 
No names diftincl of their great dread remain, 
Beneath the mafs eonfus'd, in heaps thy monarchs lie, . 
Unknown, and blended in mortality. 

HI. 
To death our felves and all our works we owe. 

But is there nought, O Mufe, ean fave 
Our memories from darknefs and the grave, f 

And fome fhort after-life beftow ? 

That talk i* mine, the Mafe replies, 

And hark 1 me tunes the facred lyre ! 
Verfe is the laft of human works that dies, 

When virtue does the fong infpire. 
IV. 
Then look, Eliza, happy faint, look down ! 

Paufe from immortal joys awhile 

To hear, and gracious with a fmile 

The dedicated numbers own ; 

Say how in thy life's fcanty fpace, 

So fhort a fpace, fo wondrous bright, 
Bright as a funimer's day, (hort as a fummer's night,, 
Could'ft thou find room for every crouded grace ? 

As if thy thrifty foul foreknew, 

Like a wife envoy, Heaven's intent 

Soon to recall whom it had fenT, 
And all its talk rcfolv'd at once to do. 

P Or 
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Or wcrt thou but a traveller below, 
That hither did ft awhile repair, 

Curious our cuftoms and our laws to know r 
And, fickening in our grofler air, 
And tir'd of vain repeated fights, 
Our foolifli cares, our falfe delights, 
Back to thy native feats would'ft go ? 

Oh I fince to us thou wilt no more return, 
Permit thy friends, the faithful few 
Who beft thy numerous virtues knew, 
Themfelves, not thee to mourn. 

Now, penfive Mufe, enlarge thy flight ! 

(By turns the penfive Mufes love 

The hilly heights and toady grove) 

Behold where, fwelling to the fight, 

Balls, a fair ftruclure, graceful ftands ! 

And from yon verdant rifing brow 

Sees Hertford's ancient town, and lands 
Where Nature's hand in flow meanders leads 

The Lee's clear flream its courfe to flow 

Through flowery vales, and moiften'd meads, 
And far around in beauteous profpe&s fpreads 

Her map of plenty all below. 
'Twas here — and facred be the fpot of earth ! 

Eliza's foul, born firft above, 

Defcended to an humbler birth, 

And with a mortal's frailties ftrove. 

So, 
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So, on fome towering peak that meets the fky, 
When miflive feraphs downward fly, 
They ftop, and for awhile alight. 
Put off their rays coeleftial -bright, 
Then take fome milder form familiar to our eye* 

VI. 

Swiftly her infant virtues grew t 
Water'd by Heaven's peculiar cart 
Her morning bloom was doubly fair, 
Like fummer's day-break, when we fee 
The frefh-dropM ftores of rofy dew, 
(Tranfparent beauties of the dawn) 
Spread o'er the grafs their cobweb-lawn, 
Or hang moift pearls on every tree. 
Pleas'd with the lovely fight awhile 
Herfriends behold, and joyful J'mile, 
Nor think the fun's exhaling ray 
Will change the fcene ere noon of day, 
Dry up the glittering drops, and draw thofe dews away* 

VII. 
Yet firft, to fill her orb of life, 
Behold 9 in each relation dear, 
The pious faint, the duteous child appear, 
The tender fifter, and the faithful wife. 
Alas I but muft one circlet of the year 
Unite in blifs, in grief divide 
The deftin'd bridegroom and the bride r 
Stop, generous youth, the gathering tear, . 
That as you read thefe lines or hear 

P % Perhap 
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Perhaps may $art, and feera to fay, 
That (hort-liv'd year was, tyit a day I 
Forbear— nor fruitlefs forrowings now employe 
Think (he was lent awhile* not given, 
(Such was th' appointed will of Ifeaven) 
Then grateful call that year an age of virtuous joy* 



A N 

ALLUSION TO HORACE. 

BOOK I. ODE XXII. 

PRINTED AT THE BREAKING OUT OP TKS 
REBELLION IN THE YEAR I715. 

TH E man that loves his king and nation, 
And fluws each vile allocation, 
That trufts his honeft deeds i* th* light, 
Nor meets in dark cabals, by night, 
With fools, who, after much debate, 
Get themfelves hang'd, and fare the ftafe, 
Needs not his hall with weapons ftore } 
Nor dreads each rapping at his door j 
Nor fculks, in fear of being known, 
Or hides his guilt in parfpq's gown j 
for wants, to guard his generous heart, 
'he poniard or the poiAw'd dart j 

And, 
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And, but for ornament and pride, 
A fword of lath might crofs his fide. 

If o'er St. James's park he Gray, 
He ftop* not, paufing in his way ; 
Nor pulls his hat down o'er his face, 
Nor ftarts, looks back,* and mends his pace e 
Or if he ramble to the Tower, 
He knows no crime, and dreads no power, 
But thence returning, free as wind, 
Smiles at the bars he left behind. 
Thus, as I loiter'd t" other day, 
Humming— O every month was May— 
And, thoughtlefs how my time I fquander'd, 
From Whitehall, through the Cockpit wander*d| 
A raeflenger with Airly eye, 
View'd me quite round, and yet pafs'd by. 
No ftiarper look or rougher mien 
In Scottifh highlands e'er were feen ; 
Nor ale and brandy ever bred 
More pimpled cheeks, or nofe more red ; 
And yet, with both hands in my breaft, 
Carelefs I walk'd, nor fhunn'd the beaft. 

Place me among a hundred fpies, 
Let all the room be ears and eyes ; 
Or fearch my pocket-books and papers, 
No word or line (hall give me vapours* 
Send me to Whigs as true and hearty, 
As ever pity'd poor Maccarty j 

P 3 L« 
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Let Townfend, Sunderland, be there, 
Or Robin Walpole in. the chair. 
Or fend me to a club of Tories, 
That damn and curfe at Marlborogh's glories, 
And drink— but Aire none fuch there are 1— 
The Devil, the Pope, and rebel Mar 5 
Yet ftiU my loyalty I'll boaft, 
King George (hall ever be my toaft ; 
Unbrib'd his glorious caufe 1*11 own, 
And fearlefe fcorn each traitor's frown. 



APOLLO 



APOLLO and DAPHNE. 

A 

M A S CL U E. 

SET TO MUSICK BY DR. PEPUSCH. 

AND PERFORMED AT THE 
THEATRE-ROYAL IN DRURY-LANEw 



*• Protinus alter amat, fugit altera nomen amantrs." 



DRAMATIS PE^SON^S. 

APOLLO, Mrs. Margarita. 

DAPHNE, Mrs. Barbie r. 

PENEUS, Mr. Turner. 

DORIS, Mrs. Willis. 

SCENE, TKl VALLEY of TEMPE, 
in THESSALY. 



[ »i7 1 



APOILO and DAPHNE. 



The First 6 C E N E is a River. 

Pnneus, a River-God, appears on a bed of nifties, 
leaning on his urn. He rifes and conies forward, 
his head crowned with ruthes and flowers, arced 
in his hand. 

PENBUS. 

TT O W long muft Peneus chide in vain, 
*"• His daughter's coynefs and difdain ? 

Through Tempe's pleafant vales and bowers 

As my full urn its current pours, 

In every plain, from every grove, 

I hear the fighs of flighted love? 
And on my rufliy banks the Sylvans cry 

Why ever cruel, Daphne, why ? 

But fee (he comes, the beauteous caufe } 

Daphne, roy juft commands attend, 

Hear me, thy father and thy friend, 
And yield at laft to Love and Hymen's laws. 

DAPHNE. 

Peneut , urge this cruel fuit no more* 
Have I not to Diana fwore r 

Behold 
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Sehold again to her I bow, 
•evoted ever to remain 
^ A virgin of her fpotleis train, 
Hear, Cynthia, and ton firm my vow. 

How happy are we, 

How airy, how free, 
That rove through the woods and the plains ! 

In vain the blind boy 

Our hearts would decoy, 
We fcorn all his joys and his pains. 

[Exit Daphne* 

PENEUS. 

Rafli maid, return 

What haft thou fworn ? 
With thee fliall Peneus* race expire ? 
Then hear once more thy flighted (ire, 
And know, thy fatal vow draws down 
The curfe of Heaven, a father's frown, 
And fure deftru&ion waits thy fcorn. 

Feeble Cupid ! vain deceiver ! 
What avails thy boafted quiver ? 
Where are all thy conquering arts ? 

They that fly thee 
* May defy thee 5 

They who fear thee 

And revere thee 
Ever meet thy keeneft darts. [Exit Penero. 

SCENE 
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SCENE changes to a Foreft. 

Apollo enters with his bow and arrows, as having 
newly flain the Python. 

APOLLO. 
*Tis done— the monfter Python, (lain 
By Phoebus* (hafts, lies breathlefs on the plain* 
Yet why with conqueft am I thus adorn'd > 
Alas ! I feel a mortal's pain, 
Conquer'd by Love, whom once I fcorn'd. 
O Daphne \ till thy fmiles I can obtain, 
No more thefe marks of triumph let mcbearj 

But thus a (hepherd's femblance wear, 
Till bleft by thee I grow a god again. 

[Throws away his bow and arrows, and tajcet 
up a (heep-hook. 
See— She appears $ how wondrous fair I 
Hail, goddefs of thefe verdant groves ! 

DAPHNE. 
What art thou,, or from whence ? 

APOLLO. 

A fwain that love* 

DAPHNE. 

Thy unavailing courtJhip fpare. 
Do ft thou not daily hear the ftrcpherds cry 
Why ever cruel, Daphne, why ?— 

Go-^with the rell de'prjV, 

APOL» 
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APOLLO. 
No, let the' reft defpair, while I 
Diftinguiro/d> triumph in the jo jr. 

Fair bloomirtg creattfrfi 
Each tender feature 
Speak* thee by nature 

For love defigri'd. 
Then fmile confenting, 
Loft time repenting, 
Let (oft relenting 

Now fhew thee kind. 

D A P H tf E. 
Can ft thOU the mountain tiger bind, 
Or ftop the floods, or fix the wind ? 
Do this— then Daphne will perhaps be kind* 

APOLLO. 
Ev'n tigers Love's foft laws obey? 
Art thou more favage far than they ? 
Look all around thee r and above ! 
Love lights the fkies, and paints the meads ; 

Its genial flame 
Through Heaven and Earth md Ocean fpreads } 
Thou art thyfelf the happieft child of Low, 
Do not thy birth difckum. 

DAPfl. 
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DAPHNP. • 

Though fair as Phoebus thou fliould'ft feem* 
And were thy words foft as his lyre. 
They could not move me to defire } 
Wake, (hepi?erdj from thy dream. 

Ceafe to footh thy fruitlefs pain j 
Why for frowns wilt thou be fuing ? 

Ceafe to languifh and complain. 
*Tis to feek thy own undoing, 

Still to love, and love in vain* 
APOLLO. 
In her foft cheeks and beauteous eyes, 
What new enchanting graces rife ! £ Afide* 

DUETTO for Apollo aad Daphne* 
Apol. No more deny me, 
O ceafe to fly me 
Your faithful fwain* 
Daph. No longer try me, - 
For ever fly me, 
Defpairing fwain. 
Apol. Yet hear me. 
Daph. Forbear me. 
Apol. Let (ighs imploring, 
And looks adoring, 
Still fpeaK rny pain* 
Daph. Your fighs imploring, 
And looks adqpng, 
But move 4tf4^»f tfei* Daphne* 

APOL- 
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APOLLO. 

She's gone— nor knows from whom (he flies. 

Miftaken coynefe ! falfe difdain ! 

Phoebus (he prais'd, but fcorns the Twain— 

Then, breaking from this dark difguife, 

When Phoebus what he is fliall feera, 

My glittering rays and melting lyre, 

At laft (hall warm thee to deflre, 

And wake thee, Daphne, from thy dream. 

Where Cupid's bow is failing, 
Ambition's charms prevailing, 
• Shall triumph o'er the fair. 

The nymph that Love defpifes, 
Some fecret pailion prizes, 

That ftill forbids defpair. [Exit Apollo. 

Enter DAPHNE and DORIS. 

DAPHNE. 
Doris, why this trifling tale ? 

DORIS. 
That good advice may once prevail j 
Save one— nor all your lovers lofe . 
Alas J that I, poor I might gain 
What you each day refufe ! 
DAPHNE. 
Take all, and eafe me of the pain. 
DORIS. 
3uld— but ah ! 'twere now in vain. • 

When 
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When I- was a maiden of twenty, 

And my charms and my lovers were plenty, 

Ah I why did I ever fay no ? 
Now the fwains, though I court them, all fly me^ 
I figh, but no lover comes nigh me 5 

Ye virgins, be warn'd by my woe ! 

Ah ! why did I ever fay no ? 

DAPHNE. 
Poor Doris 1 dry thy weeping eyes 5 
Doft thou repent thou once wert wife ? 

Tender hearts to every paflion 

Still their freedom would betray, 
But how calm is inclination, 

When our reafon bears the fway 5 

Swains tbemfelves, while they purfue us* 
Often teach us to deny. 
• • While we fly, they fondly wooe us 3 
If we grow too fond, they fly. 

DORIS. 
Yet might I fee one courting fwain, 
Though but to flight him once again f— * 
But come— I'll amorous thoughts give o'er. 

DAPHNE. 
•Tit well I to leave them at threefcore. 
Hafte then, and at th' appointed place, 
See if the nymphs ejepeft me for toe chace. 

[Exit Doris. 
[Afym«. 
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[A fymphony of inftruinents is heard, whilft 
Apolk» defcends in the chariot of the Am; a 
crown of rays about his head, and his lyre 
in his hand. 

DAPHNE. 

What founds ccrieftial ftrike my ear t 1 
Why does the golden fource of light 
Pour out new day ?-~how wondrous bright I 
Borne god defcends to human fight ; 
I'm charm'd, yet aw'd with fear. 

APOLLO* 
Daphne on Phoebus fix thy eye,. 
With meaner (hapes deceived no more ! 
Know, I thy beauteous form adore: 
Wilt thou a god, a god that loves thee, fly ? 

[Apollo ftrikes his lyre* and Daphne turns hack> 
as furprized at the found. 



Faireft mortal ! (by and hear, 
Turn thee, leave thy trembling fear! 
^ Cannot Lore* with Mufick jotnU 

Touch tby unrelenting mind? 
Faireft mortal ! ftay and hear*. 
Turn thee, leave thy trembling fear* 

Hark how the river- worts prolong 
My (oft coinjdajats* and mitrmuc t* my feng r 

Thy 
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Thy father Pcneus feels my pain j 
See ! how his ofiers gently bow, 
And feem my fecret foul to know— 

Daph. afide.] Alas ! my ram, my fatal vow! 
Apol. Wilt thou alone unmov'd remain r 

[As Daphne is going out, me flops, and fings 
the following air. 

DAPHNE. 

Shall I return ?— or no ?— 
Charms yet unknown furround me j 
Yet, Love, thou ne'er (halt wound me, 

No more alarm my bread. 

Then let me hafte to go— j 

Ah no, my heart replies 

In tender heaving fighs.— 

Ye powers reftore my reft. 



Apol. 


O do not go— 


Daph. 


Doft thou not know, 




I'm of Diana's train ? 




Thy love forbear— 


Apol. 


Thy fcorn forbear— 


Daph. 


I muft not hear; 


Apol. 


O flay and hear ; 


Daph. 

Apol. 


Thy love J . 
Thy flight I"™"- 




[Exit Daphne purfued by Apollo. 



SCENE 
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SCENE changes to the river. 
Re-enter Daphne looking back as affrighted. 

DAPHNE, 

He comes-r-the fwift purfuer comes— O where 
Shall I efcape his piercing fight, 
Where. hide me from the God of Light ? 
Ah ! 'tis in vain— he's here. 

[Daphne runs to. the fide of the river, and, as 
flie fings the following air, is transformed into 
a laurel-tree. 

Father Peneus 1 hear me, aid me ! 
Let fome fudden change invade me, 

Fix me rooted on thy more. 
Ceafe, Apollo, to perfuade me, 

I am Daphne now no i 



[Apollo enters at the latter end of the air, 
and is met by Peneus. 

APOLLO. 

O fatal flight !— O curft difdain ! 
O Peneus, how (hall we our lofs deplore ? 

But fee ! 
The trembling branches yet her (hape retain ! 
Though Daphne lives a nymph no more, 
She lives, fair verdant plant, in thee ; 
Henceforth be thou Apollo's tree, 
nd hear what honours to thy leaves remain. 

No 
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No thunder e'er (hall blaft thy boughs, 

PrefervM to grace Apollo's brows, 

Kings, vi&ors, poets, to adorn ; 
Oft in Britannia's ifle thy profperous green 
Shall on the heads of her great chiefs be fcen, 
And by a Naflau, and a George, be worn. 

PENEUS. 
Still Peneus, with a father's care, 
Sha'l feed thee from his flowing urn 
With verdure ever frefh and fair, 
Nor this thy deftin'd change fhall mourn. 

CHORUS, or Duetto of Apollo and Pcheus. 

Nature alone can love infpire, 

Art is vain to move defire. 
If nature once the fair incline, 
To their own pafllon they refign. 
Nature alone can love infpire, 

Art is vain to move defire. 



Q^ AN 



A V 

O D E 

FOR THE 

BIRTH DAY OF HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 

THE 

PRINCESS of WALES, 

ST. DAVID'S DAY, THE FIRST OF MARCH, 1715-16. 

SETTOMUSICKBYDR. PEPUSCH. 

Aiul performed at the Anniverfary Meeting of the 
Society of Ancisnt Britons, eftabliftied in 
Honour of Her Royal Highnefs's Birth-Day, and 
of the Principality of Wales. 

" Salve laeta dies ! meliorque revertere femper, 
" A populo rerum digna potente coli !" Ovid. 
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O D E 

FOR 

TWO VOICES. 

Firft Voice, FAME. 

Second Voice, CAMBRIA, or the Principality 

of WALfeS. 

Both voices, with a trumpet. 

-I O joy, to triumphs ■, dedicate the day ! 
CAMBRIA* 

Rife, goddefs of immortal fame, 
And, with thy trumpet's fwelling found, 
To all Britannia's realms around, 
The double feftival proclaim. 

FAME. 
The goddefs of immortal fame 
Shall, with her trumpet's fwelling found, 
To all Britannia's realms around, 
The double feitival proclaim. 

BOTH VOICES. 

O'er Cambria's diftant hills let the loud notes rebound! 
Each Britifh foul be rais'd, and every eye be gay ! 
To ioy, to ttiumphs, dedicate the day. 

' Q^ FAME 
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FAME. 

Hall, Cambria ! long to Fame well known ! 

Thy patron- faint looks fouling down, 
Well pleas'd to fee, 

This day, prolific of renown, 
Increased in honours to himfelf, and thee 5 
See Carolina's natal ftar arife, 
And with new beams adorn thy azure flcies ! 
Though on her virtues I mould ever dwell, 
Fame cannot all her numerous virtues tell. 
Bright in herfelf, and in her offspring bright. 
On Britain's throne fhe calls diffufive light 5 

Detraction from her prefence flies ; 
And, while promifcuous crouds in rapture gaze, 

Ev'n tongues difloyal learn her praife, 
And murmuring Envy fees her fmile, and dies, 

Happy morn ! fuch gifts bellowing ! 
Britain's joy from thee are flowing $ 

Ever thus aufpicious mine ! 
Happy ifle ! fuch gifts pofltfllng I 
Britain, ever own the blefling ! 

Carolina's charms are thine. 

CAMBRIA. 
Nor yet, O Fame, doft thou difplay 

All the triumphs of this day ; 
More wonders yet arife to fight | 
See ! o'er thefe rites what mighty power prefides ; 
Behold, to thee his early. fteps he guides; 
Vhat n^ble ardour does his foul excite! 

Hence- 
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Henceforth, when to the liftening univerfe 
-Thou number'ft o'er my princes of renown, 

The fecond hope of Britain's crown, 
When my great Edward's deeds thou flialt rehearfe, 

And tell of Crefly's well-fought plain, 

Thy golden trumpet found again ! 
The brave Auguftus (hall renew thy drain, 
And Oudenarda's fight immortalize the verfe. 

AIR with a harp. 

Heavenly Mufes ! tune your lyres, 

Far refoundingj 
Grace the hero's glorious name. 
See ! the fong new life infpires ! 
Every bread, with joy abounding, 
Seems to (hare the Hero's flame. 

FAME. 

O thou, *with every virtue crown'd, 
Britannia's father, and her king renown'dt 

Thus in thy offspring greatly bleft, 

WhHe through th' extended royal line 
Thou feeft thy propagated luftre mine, 

What fecret raptures fill thy breaft \ 

So f miles Apollo, doubly gay, 

When in the diamond, with full blaze, 

He views his own paternal rays, 

And all his bright reflected day. 

CAM- 
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CAMBRIA, 
if ail fource of ble flings to our ifle ! 
While gloomy clouds (hall take their flight, 
Shot through by thy victorious light, 
Propitious ever on thy Britons fmile 1 

BOTH VOICES. 

To joy, to triumphs, dedicate the day. 

CAMBRIA. 

Rife, goddefs of immortal fame, 
And, with thy trumpet's fwelling found, 
To all Britannia's realms around, 
The double feftival proclaim. 

FAME. 

The goddefs of immortal fame 
Shall, with her trumpet's fwelling found, 
To all Britannia's realms around* 
The double feftival proclaim; 

BOTH VOICES. 
O'er Cambria's diftant hills let the loud notes rebound I 
Each British foul be nuYd, and every eye fte gay ! 
To joy, to triumphs dedicate die 4ay» 



EX- 
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EXTRACT or a LETTER 

FROM 

MR. HUGHES 

TO THE 

LOUD CHANCELLOR COWPER. 



1 ' ' • ' '* *T* HIS little Poem was writ by the acci- 
•*■ " dent of having Horace for my com- 
" pan ion in a confinement by fickntfs, and fancyihg 
'* I had difcovercd a new fenfe of one of his odes, for 
" which I have found your lordfhip's great indulgence 
€t and partiality to me, the beft expofition. 

" Perhaps we never read with that attention, as 
* c when we think we have found fomething applicable 
" to ourfelves. I am now grown fond enough of this 
" fenfe to believfe it the true one, and have drawn two 
•' or three learned friends (to whom I have mentioned 
" it) into my opinion. 

" The Ode, your lordfliip will fee, is that m which 
" Horace feigns himfelf turned into a fwan. It pafTes 
cc (for aught I know univerfaHy) for a compliment on 
€t himfelf, and a mere enthufiaftick rant of the poet 
" in his own praife, like his exegi monumentum, 
u See. I confefs I had often flightly read it in that 

" view, 
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'^view, and have found every one I have lately aflced, 
€t deceived by the fame opinion, which I cannot but 
" think fpoils the ode, and finks it to nothings I had 
" almoft laid, turns the fwan into a goofe. 

" The Grammarians feem to have fallen into this 
" miftake, by wholly overlooking the reafon of his 
* e rapture, viz. its being addreffed to Maecenas 5 and 
" have prefaced it with this, and the like general in- 
<c fcriptions — vaticinatur carminum suorum 
<'• immortalitatem, &c. which I think is not the 
" fubjeft. 

"lam very happy in the occafion which fhewed it 
" me in a quite different fenfe from what I had ever 
" apprehended, till I had the honour to be known to 
" your lord/hip ; I am Aire a much more ad vantage - 
*' ous one to the Poet, as well as more juft to his great 
4€ patron. If I have exceeded the liberty of an imi- 
'• tator, in purfuing the fame hint further, to make 
" it lefs doubtful, yet his favourers will forgive me, 
" when I own I have not on this occafion fo much 
" thought of emulating his poetry, as of rivaling his 
" pride, by the ambition of being known as, 

MY LORD, 

YOUR LORDSHIP'S MOST OBLIGED, 

AND DEVOTED HUMBLE SERVANT, 

J. HUGHES. 
ODE 
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ODE 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

lORD CHANCELLOR COWPER. 

ANNO MDCCXVII. 
IN ALLUSION TO HORACE, LIB. II. ODE XX. 

I. 

I'M rais'd, tranfported, chang'd all o'er I 
Prepar'd, a towering fvvan, to foar 
Aloft 5 fee, fee the down arife, 
And clothe my back, and plume my thighs I 
My wings (hoot forth ; now will I try 
New tracks, and boldly mount the Iky j 
Nor Envy, nor Ill-fortune's fpite, 
Shall flop my courfe, or damp my flight* 

II. ' 

k Shall I, obfeure or difefteem'd, 
Of vulgar rank henceforth be deenVd ? 
Or vainly toil my name to fave 
From dark oblivion and the grave ? 
No— He can never wholly die, 
Secure of immortality, 
Whom Britain's Cowper condefcends 
To own, and numbers with his friends. 

III. "Tif 
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*Tis done— I fcorn mean honours now j 
No common wreaths (hall bind my brow. 
Whether the Mufe vouchfofe t? infpire 
My breaft with the coeleftial fire $ 
Whether my verfe be fill'd with flame, 
Or I defcrve a Poet's name, 
Let Fame be fiient ; only tell 
That generQus pQwner Jove* me well. 

Through Britain's realms I (hall be known 
By Cowper's merit, not my own. 
And when the tomb my duft (hall hide, 
Stripp'd of a mortal's little pride, 
Vain pomp be fpar'd, and every tear j 
Let but fome ftone this fculpture bear : 
" Here lies his clay, to earth confign'd, 
" To whom great Cowper once was kind." 



WHAT 
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WHAT IS MAN. 

OS N of man ! O creature of a day ! 
Proud of vain wifdom, with falfe greatnefs gay ! 
Heir of thy father's vice, to whofebad tfore 
Thy guilty days are fpent in adding more } 
Thou propagated folly f— What in thee 
Could Heaven's Supreme, could perfect Wifdom fee, 
To fix one glance of his regarding eye ? 
Why art thou chofe the favourite of the flcy ? 
Whije angels wo»4er at the mercy known, 
And fcarce the wretch himfelf, the debt immenfe will 
own! 



*Ol- 
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B O I L E A U, 

DANS SA I. EPISTRE AU ROY. 

1J O U R QU O I ccs elephans, ces armes, ce bagage, 

Et ces vaiffeaux tout prefts a quitter le rivagc ? 
Difoit au roi Pyrrhus, un fage confident, 
Confeiller tres-fenfe d'un roi tres- imprudent. 
Je vais, Jui dit ce prince, a Rome ou Ton nTapelie. 
Quoi faire ? Taflieger. L'entreprife eft fort belle, 
Et digne feulement d* Alexandre ou de vous, 
Mais quand nous l'aurons prife, 8c bien que ferons- 

nous ? 
Du refte des Latins la conquefte eft facile. 
Sans doute, ils font a nous ; eft-ce tout ? La Sicilt 
Dela nous tend les bras, & bien- toft fans effort 
Syracufe recoit nos vaiffeaux dans fon port. 
En demeures-vous la ? Des que nous l'aurons prife, 
II ne faut qiTun bon vent & Carthage eft conquiie: 
Les chemins font ouverts : qui peut nous arrefter ? 
Je vous entens, feigneur, nous allons tout dompter: 
Nous allons traverfer Jes fables de Lybie j 
"crvir en paffant l'Egypte, 1' Arable j 

Courir 



t m ] 
FROM BOILEAU, 

IN HIS FIRST EPISTLE TO LEWIS XIV. 



WHAT mean thefe elephants, arms, warlike 
ftore, 
And all thefe fliips, prepared to leave the more ? 
Thus Cyneas, faithful, old, experienc'd, wife, 
AddrefsM king Pyrrhus ; — thus the king replies j 
'Tis glory calls us hence ; to Rome we go. 
For what ? — To conquer. — Rome's a noble foe, 
A prize for Alexander fit, or you ; 
But Rome redue'd, what next, Sir, will you do ? 
The reft of Italy my chains fliall wear. 
And is that all .'—No, Sicily lies near; 
See how fhe ftretches out her beauteous arms, 
And tempts the vi&or with unguarded charms ! 
In Syracufa's port this fleet (hall ride. 
'Tis well — and there you will at laft abide ?— 
No j that fubdued, again we'll hoi ft our fails 
And put to fea ; and, blow but profperous gales, 
Carthage muft foon be ours, an eafy prey, 
The paflage open : what obltru&s our way ?— 
Then, Sir, your vaft defign I underftand, 
To conquer all the earth, crofs feas and land, 
O'er Africk's fpacious wilds your reign extend, 
Beneath your fword make proud Arabia bend $ 

R Then 
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Courir del a le Gange en de nouveaux pais j 
Faire trembler le Scythe aux bords du TanaTs j 
Et ranger fous nos loix tout ce vafte Hemifphere } 
Mais de retour enfin, que pretendez-vous faire ? 
Alors, cher Cineas, vi&orieux, con tens, 
Nous pourrons rire a 1'aife, & prendre du bon temps. 
He, feigneur, des ce jour, fans fortir de l'Epire, 
Da matin jufqu'au foir qui vous defend de rire r 
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Then feek remoter worlds, where Ganges pours 
His fwelling dream 5 beyond Hydafpes* mores, 
Through Indian realms to carry dire alarms, 
And make the hardy Scythian dread your arms. 
But fay— this wondrous race of glory run. 
When we return, fay what (hall then be done ? 
Then pleased, my friend, we'll fpend the joyful day 
In full delight, and laugh our cares away. 
And why not now ? Alas ! Sir, need we roam 
For this fo far, or quit our native home ? * 
No— let us now each valued hour employ, 
Nor for the future lofc the prefent joy. 



AN 
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A K 

IMAGE OF PLEASURE. 

IN IMITATION OF 

AN ODE IN CA3IMIRE* 

I. 

SOLACE of life, my fweet companion lyre ! 
On this fair poplar bough M hang thee high, 
While the gay fields all foft delights infpire, 
And not one cloud deforms the fmiling iky. 

II. 

While whifpering gales, that court the leaves and 

flowers, 
Play through thy firings, and gently make them found, 
Luxurious I'll diflblve the flowing hours 
In balmy (lumbers on the carpet ground. 

III. 

But fee what fudden gloom obfeures the air ! 

What falling mowers impetuous change the day! 
Let's rife, my lyre— Ah Pleafure falfe as fair! 
How faithlefs are thy charms, how fhort thy day I 

A N 
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A N 

O D E 

IN THE 

PARK at ASTED. 
I. 

"XT £ Mufes, that frequent thefe walks and ibades, 
* The feat of calm repofe, 

Which Howard's happy genius chofe $ 

Where, taught by you, his Lyre he ftrung, 
And oft, like Philomel, in dufky glades. 

Sweet amorous Voluntaries fung I 

O fay, ye kind infpiring powers ! 
With what melodious ft rain 

Will you indulge ray pen five vein, 

And charm my folitary hours f 

II. 
Begin, and Echo (hall the fong repeat ; 

While, fkreen'd from Auguft's feverifh heat, 
Beneath this fpreading elm I lie, 
And view the yellow harveft far around, 

The neighbouring fields with plenty crown'd, 
And over head a fair unclouded iky. 

R 3 The 
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The wood, the park's romantic fcene, 
The deer, that innocent and gay 
On the foft turf's perpetual green 
Pafs all their lives in love and play, 
Are various objects of delight, 
That fport with fancy, and iuvite 
Your aid, the pleafure to com pi eat ; 
Begin— and Echo flia.ll the fong repeat. 

III. 
Hark ! — the kind infpiring powers 
Anfwer from their fecret bower?, 

Propitious to my call ! 
They join their choral voices all, 
To charm my folitary hours. 
Litten, they cry, thou penfive fwain! 
Though much the tuneful fitters love 
The fields, the park, the (hady grove : 
The fields, and park, and (hady grove, 
The tuneful fitters now difdain, 
And chufe to footh thee with a fweeter ftrain j 
Molinda' s praifes mall our (kill employ, 
Molinda, Nature's pride, and every Mufe's joy! 
The Mufes triumph'd at her birth, 
When, firtt defcending from her parent flcics, 

This ftar of beauty mot to earth ; 
Love faw the fires that darted from her eyes, 

He faw, and fmil'd — the winged boy, 
Gave early omens of her conquering fame, 
And to his mother lifp'd her name, 
Molinda 1— Nature's pride, and every Mufe's joy. 

IV. Say, 
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IV. 
Say, beauteous Afted ! has thy honoured (hade 

Ever received that lovely maid ? 
Ye nymphs and fylvan deities, confefs 
That mining feftai day of happinefs ! 

For if the lovely maid was here, 
April hinsfelf, though in fo fair a drefs ^ 
He clothe the meads, though his delicious mowers, 
Awake the blofloms and the breathing flowers, 

And new-create the fragrant year; 

April himfelf, or brighter May, 

Affifted by the god of day, 
Never made your grove Co gay, 

Or half Co full of charms appear. 

V. 
Whatever rural feat flie now doth grace, 

And mines a goddefs of die plains, 
Imperial Love new triumphs there ordain9, 
Removes with her from place to place, 
With her he keeps his court, and where me lives he 
reigns. 
A thoufand bright attendants more 
Her glorious equipage compofe : 
There circling Pleafure ever flows : 
Friendship, and Arts, a well-felecled flore, 
Good-humour, Wit, and Mufick's foft delight, 

The (horten'd minutes there beguile, 
And fparkling Mirth, that never looks fo bright, 
As when it lightens in Molinda's fmile. 

R 4 VI. Thither, 
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VI. 

Thither, ye guardian powers (if fuch there are, 

Deputed from the fky 
To watch o'er human-kind with friendly care,) 

Thither, ye gentle fpirits, fly ! 

If goodnefs like your own can move 

Yoiujconftant zeal, your tendered love, 
. For ever wait on this accomplinVd fair ! 
Shield her. from every ruder breath of air. 

Nor let invading ficknefs come 

To blaft thofe beauties in their bloom. 
May no mifguided choice, no haplefs doom, 

Difturb the heaven of her fair life 
With clouds of grief, or ftiowers of melting tears ; 
Let harfti unkindnefs, and ungenerous ftiife, 
Repining difcon tent, and boding fears, 
With every ihape of woe, be driven away 

Liki ghofts prohibited the day. 
Let Perfce o'er her his dovelike wings difplay, 
And fmiling joys crown all her blifsful years ! 



t a 
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T O 

MR. CONSTANTINE, 

ON HIS 
PAINTINGS. 

\XT H I LE o'er the cloth thy happy pencil ftrays, 

* * And the pleas'd eye its artful courfe furveys, 
Behold the magick power of /hade and light I 
Anew creation opens to our fight. 
Here tufted groves rife boldly to the Iky, 
There (pacious lawns more diftant charm the eye 5 
The cryftal lakes in borrowed tinftures mine, 
And mifty hills the fair horizon join, 
Loft in the azure borders of the day, 
Like founds remote that die in air away. 
The peopled profpeft various pleafure yield*, 
Sheep grace the hiils, and herds or f wains the fields 5 
Harmonious order o'er the whole prefides, 
And Nature crowns the work, which Judgment guides. 

Nor with lefs (kill difplay'd by thee appear 
The different products of the fertile year j 
While fruits with imitated ripenefs glow, 
And fudden flowers beneath thy pencil blow. 
Such, and fo various, thy extenfive hand, 
Oft in fufpeace the pleaa'd fpeclators ftand, 

Doubt- 
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Doubtful to chufe, and fearing ftill to err, 
When to thyfelf they would thyfelf prefer. 
So when the rival gods at Athens ftrove, 
By wondrous works their power divine to prove, 
As Neptune's trident ftrook the teeming earth. 
Here the proud horfe upftarted to his birth ; 
And there, as Pallas blefs'd the fruitful fcene, 
The fpreading olive rear'd its ftately green j 
In dumb furprize the gazing crouds were loft, 
Nor knew on which to fix their wonder moft. 



T O 

URANIA, 

ON H B R. 

ARRIVAL AT JAMAICA. 

THROUGH yielding waves the veflel fwiftly 
flies, 
That bears Urania from our eager eyes ; 
Deaf to our call, the billows waft her o"er, 
With fpeed obfequious to a diftant fliore $ 
A prize more rich than Spain's whole fleets could boaft 
From fam'd Peru, or Chili's golden coaft ! 
There the glad natives, on the cronded ftrand, 
With wonder fee the match lefs ftranger land 5 
Tranfplanted glories in 'her features faille, 
And a new dawn -of beauty gilds their ifle. 

So 
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So from the Tea when Venus rofe ferene, 
And by the nymphs and tritons firft was feen, 
The watery world beheld, with pleas'd fuprize, 
O'er its wide wafte new tracks of light arife j 
The winds were huuVd, the floods forgot to move, 
And nature own'd th' aufpicious Qneen of Love. 

Henceforth no more the Cyprian ifle be nam'd, 
Though for th' abode of that bright goddefs fam'd j 
Jamaica's happier groves, conceal'd fo long 
Through ages paft, are now the poets fong. 
The Graces there, and Virtues fix their throne 5 
Urania makes th' adopted land her own. 

The Mufe, with her in thought tranfported, fees 

The opening fcene, the bloomy plants and trees, 

By brighter flcies rais'd to a nobler birth, 

And fruits deny'd to Europe's colder earth. 

At her approach, like courtiers doubly gay 

To grace the pomp of fome lov'd prince's day, 

The gladden 'd foil in all its plenty mines, 

New fpreads its branching palms, and new adorns it* 

pines 5 

With gifts prepares the mining gueft to meet, 

And pours its verdant offerings at her feet. 

As in the fields with pleafure Hie appears, 

Smiles on the labourers, and their labours cheers, 

The lufcious canes with fweeter juices flow, 

The melons ripen, and the citrons blow, 

The golden orange takes a richer dye, 

And (laves forget their toil, while flic is by. 

Not 
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Not Ceres* U\i more bleflings could difplay, 
When through the earth (he took her wandering way, 
Far from her native coali, and all around 
Diffused ripe harvefts through the teeming ground. 

Mean while our drooping vales deferted mourn, 
Till happy years bring on her wiuYd return j 
New honours then, Urania, (hall be thine, 
And Britain (hall again the world ouHhine. 

So when of late our fun was veiPd from fight 
In dark eclipfe, and loft in fudden night, 
A fhivering cold each heart with horror thrilled, 
The birds forfook the fkies, the herds the field ; 
But when the conquering orb, with one bright ray, 
Broke through the gloom, and reinthron'd the day, 
The herds revived, the birds renew'd their drains, 
Unufual tranfports rais'd the chearful fwains, 
And joy returning echo'd through the plains. 



I 
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THE FOLLOWING 

SUPPLEMENT and CONCLUSION 

T O 

Mr. MILTON's incomparable Poem, entitled, 

II Pensbroso, or The Pensive Man, 

was alfo writ by Mr. Hughes. 

It feems neceflary to quote the eight foregoing lines 
for the right underftanding of it. 

* AND may at laft my weary age 
■**> « Find out the peaceful hermitage, 

' The hairy gown and mofly cell, 
' Where I may fit, and rightly fpell 

* Of every ftar that Heaven doth (hew, 

* And every herb that fips the dew j 

* Till old experience do attain 

* To fomething like prophetic Grain/ 
There let Time's creeping winter died 
His hoary fnow around my head ; 
And while I feel, by faft degrees, 

My fluggard blood wax chill, and freeze, 
Let thought unveil to ray fixt eye 
The fcenes of deep eternity, 
Till life diftblving at the view, 
I wake, and find thofe vifions true ! 



THE 
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THE 
HUE AND CRY. 

OY E S '.—Hear, all ye beaux and wits, 
Muficians, poets, 'fquires, and cits, 
All, who in town or country dwell ! 
Say, can you tale or tidings tell 
Of Tortorella's hafty flight ? 
Why in new groves (he takes delight, 
And if in concert, or alone, 
The cooing murmurer makesjier moan r 

Now learn the marks, by which you may 
Trace out and flop the lovely ftray ! 

Some wit, more folly, and no care, 
Thoughtlefs her conduct, free her air j 
Gay, fcornful, fober, indifcrcet, 
In whom all contradictions meet ; 
Civil, affronting, peevifh, eafy, 
Fornfd both to charm you and difpleaie you } 
Much want of judgment, none of pride, 
Modifh her drefs, her hoop full wide j 
Brown fkin, her eyes of fable hue, 
Angel, when pleased, when vex'd, a fhrew. 



Genteel her motion, when (he walks, 
Sweetly fhe fings, and loudly talks } 



Knows 
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Knows all the world, and its affairs. 
Who goes to court, to plays, to prayers, 
Who keeps, who marries, fails, or thrives, 
Leads .honeft, or diflioneft, lives $ 
What money match'd each youth or maid, 
And who was at each mafquerade y 
Of all fine things in this fine town, 
She's only to herfelf unknown. 

By this defcription, if you meet her, 
With lowly bows, and homage greet her; 
And if you bring the vagrant beauty 
Back to her mother and her duty, 
Aflc for reward a lover's blifs, 
And (if me'll let you) take a kifs 5 
Or more, if more you wifli and may, 
Try if at church the words fhe'll fay, 
Then make her, if you can—" obey." 



I 
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THE 
PATRIOT. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

WILLIAM LORD COWPER, 

LORD HIGH CHANCELLOR OF GREAT BRITAIN. 

HO W godlike is the man, how truly great, 
Who, roidft contending fa&ions of th* ftate, 
In council cool, in refolution boM, 
Nor brib'd by hopes, nor by mean fear* control'd, 
And proof alike again ft boih foes and friends, 
Ne'er fiom the golden mean of virtue bends i 
But wifely nVd, nor to extremes inclined, 
Maintains the fteady purpofe of his mind. 

So Atlas, pois'd on his broad bafe, defies 
The (hock of gathering ftorms and wintry ikies j 
Above the clouds, ferene, he lifts his brow, 
And fees unmov'd the thunder break below. 

But where's the patriot, by thefe virtues known, 
Unfway'd by others pafiions, or his own r 
Juft to his prince, and to the publick true, 
That fhuns, in all events, each partial view t 
That ne'er forgets the whole of things to weigh, 
\nd (corns the fhort-livM wifdom of a day ? 

3 If 
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If there be one — hold Mufe, nor more reveal— 
(Yet oh that numbers could his name conceal !) 
Thrice happy Britain, of fuch wealth pofleft ! 
On thy firm throne, great George, unfhaken reft, 
Safe in his judgment, on his faith rely, 
And prize the worth which kingdoms cannot buy I 

Rich in itfelf, the genuine diamond mines, 
And owes its value to its native mines ; 
Yetfet in Britain's crown, drinks ampler rayt . 
Of the fun's light, and cafts a wider blaze. 
With pleafure we the well-plac'd gem behold, 
That adds a luftre to the royal gold. 
January 15, 1717-18. 
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THE 

SECOND SCENE OF THE FIRST ACT 

O F 

ORESTES, 

A 

TRAGEDY. 

TRANSLATED FROM EURIPIDES, 

ARGUMENT. 

Oreftes had killed bis mother Clytemneftra, in revenge 
of his father's death, who was murdered by her. 
This part of the ftory is the fubjeft of the Ele&ra of 
Sophocles, where, in the conclufion of the play, 
Clytemneftra is heard behind the fcene crying oat in 
vain for mercy, while her fon is executing his revenge. 
Perhaps this play was written fir ft ;. and Euripides 
took up the ftory where the other left off. The re- 
flection on his guilt in putting his mother to death, 
though a criminal, with his own hands, filled Oref- 
tes's mind with fo much horror as afterwards cau&d 
his diftra&ion. In this condition he is reprefented 
in the following fcene, lying on a couch, and his 
fi fter Ele&ra, with a chorus of Grecian women, 
waiting near him, 

I Hull 
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I (hall detain the reader no longer than to obferve, that 
the tendernefs of Ele&ra, and the alternate ftarts and 
returns of madnefs and reafon in Oreftes, are touched 
with the moft exquifite ftrokes of Mature and pafllon. 

CHORUS, ORESTES, ELECTRA. 

CHORUS. 

RAW near, Ele&ra, to thy brother's couch ; 



D 



See if he breathes ; this long-protracled reft 
May end in death, and fatally deceive thee. 

ORESTES, waking. 

O fweet refreshing deep ! thou balmy cure 
Of ficknefj and of pain ! 

How has thy gentle power at length relieved me ! 
O foft oblivion of furrounding ills, 
How grateful to th* afflicted are thy charms ! 
Where am I ? — fpeak— inform me, tell me where ? 
How came I hither ? for I know not how 1 
Alas ! I've lately been bereft of reafon 1 
And now, no track of former thought remains. 

ELECTRA. 
O my much-lov'd Oreftes ! O my brother ! 
With joy I've watch'd o'er thy late healing (lumbers. 
Come— (hall I help to raife thee from thy couch ? 

ORESTES. 
Soft, I pray thee— firft wipe away thefe drops, 
That fit all dewy o'er my face. 

S % Elk- 
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ELECTRA. 
Ye gods! 
How pleafant is this talk to a fitter's love ! 

ORESTES. 
Come, let me lean upon thee ;— how can ft thou bear 
me ? — 
Put forth thy hand 5 remove the clotted locks. 
That made my fight 5 I fcarcely yet can fee— 

ELECTRA. 
O my poor brother ; how has ficknefs changed thee ! 
Thy face, thy beard, fo long unwafh'd, deform thee, 
And fpread an unknown horror o'er thy mien. 

ORESTES. 
I'm weary ;— lead me to my couch again. 
When my fit leaves me, I am weak and faint, 
And a cold trembling runs through all my limbs. 

ELECTRA. 
How friendly is the lick man's bed ; though pain 
Dwell there, yet there he bed may bear it. 

ORESTES. 
O ! help once more 5 and gently bend me forward. 

CHORUS. 
The lick are ever reftlefs ; 
Uneafinefs and pain make them impatient. 

ELEC- 
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E L E C T R A. 
Wilt thou get up, and try again to walk ? 
Change will perhaps relieve thee. 

ORESTES. 
I fain would walk— and, Teeming well awhile, 
Delude my anxious thoughts. 

ELECTRA. 

Now hear me, brother j 
Hear me, while yet the cruel furies leave thee 
This paufe from grief, this interval of reafon. 

ORESTES. 
Speak quick thy news— if it be good, 'tis welcome 5 
If ill— I've load enough j nor add thou more. 

ELECTRA. 
Then know, thy uncle Menelaus comes ; 
His fhip is in the port— 

ORESTES. 

What doft thou fay ?— 
He comes, like dawning light, to cheer our griefs, 
And chace away the blacknefs of defpair 5 
My father's brother, and his beft-lov'd friend 1 

ELECTRA. 
He's now arriv'd— and brings from conquered Troy 
His beauteous Helen— 

ORESTES. 
Say'ft thou ?— better far 

S3 He 
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He came alone— and he alone furviving ; 
But if with Helen— then he brings a curfe, 
A heavy curfe— 

ELECTRA. 
The race of Tyndarus 
Have through all Greece fpread infamy and (name. 

ORESTES. 
Beware then— fhun the deeds of impious women. 
Wear no falfe face— be good, as well as feem fo— 
Beware, I fay— 

ELECTRA. 

Alas ! what means my brother ? you are chang'd. 
Your colour fliifts— your eyes look fiercely wild— 
Your fit returns— O Heavens ! he's loft again. 

ORESTES. 
Mother, forbear! — What ! no forgivenefs— never ? 
O ! take away thofe furies— how they make 
Their fnaky locks, and grin around me i 

ELECTRA. , 
Alas ! poor wretch j 'tis thy own fear alarms thee. 
Compofe thyfelf : why doft thou leave thy couch ? 
• Here are no fiends ; thou talk* ft to fhapelefs air. 

ORESTES. 
Help, help me, Phoebus— See, thofe dogs of hell 
With famiuVd jaws gape horrid to devour me ! 

TV 
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Th' infernal priefteffes look. fiercely on me 5 

They third for blood, and I 'm the deftinM vi&im ! 

E L E C T R A. 
Nay, ftrive not — for I will not let thee go, 
While thefe weak arms can fold thee— 

ORESTES. 

What art thou ? 
One of my curft tormentors ?— Hence — I know thee 5 
Thou grafp'ft me thus to plunge me down to hell. 

ELECTRA. 
Oh ! whence can wretched mortals hope for fuccour, 
When Heaven is deaf, and all the gods our foes ! 

ORESTES. 

Reach me the weapons of the mooting god, 
Apollo's gift, the (haft9 and horny bow ; 
With thefe he bad me drive the fiends away, 
When cruel, they attack me— 

ELECTRA. 

Can they feel ? 
Can deathlefs beings feel a mortal wound ? 

ORESTES. 

They (hall— or leave my tortur'd fight— behold ! 

Doft thou not fee their feather'd fliafts fly round me r 

Begone, ye minifters of wrath— Away I away ! 

The guilt 's not mine— Hence, through the yielding 

ikies, 

S 4 FI X 
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Fly fwift to Heaven — and charge Apollo there, 
Whofe oracle betray'd me— Ah ! I faint j 
My fpirits fink — Where am I now ? Alas ! 
How have I left my bed ? — how ftray'd I hither ? 
O— I perceive— once more the raging waves 
Have fpent their force — and all is calm again— 
My filter ?— weeping too ? Why doft thou turn 
Thy face away, thus muffled in thy garment? 
I grieve to think what I have made thee fuffer j 
I know, my ficknefs bears too hard upon thee $ 
Yet weep not for my crimes, unhappy maid ! 
The deed was mine— Thou only didft confent r 
*Twas I that flew my mother — Phoebus himfelf 
Advis'd that impious acl— the guilt be his, 
Whofe words fpoke comfort, but who now forfakes me. 
But oh ! Ele&ra, had our father's (hade 
Been prefent then — had I, before the god, 
Aflc'd his confent, to (hike the murderefs dead, 
The pitying manes fure had ftop'd my hand, 
Nor would have wifli'd for his own life again* 
Redeemed by guilt, fo horrid in a fon. 

Now wipe away thy tears, lamenting maid ; 
Though we 're both wretched, tears are ihed in vain ; 
And when thou feed again my faltering reafon, 
Be ready thou to rule my broken fenfe, 
And comfort my affli&ion— And when thou 
Shalt fink beneath thy preffing woes, I 'II drive 
By foothing words to mitigate thy forrows. 
Such offices become our fond affc&ion. 

But 
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But now, retiring to thy own apartment. 
Let. gentle (lumber clofe thy wakeful eyes ; 
Then rife refrefh'd j anoint thy wearied limbs, 
And with due nouriihment recruit thy fpirits. 
Such ceafelefs watchings will exhauft thy ftrength, 
And make thy languid life a burden to thee. 
Thou feeft, all other friends are fled 5 thou art 
My only folace in this dire ami&ion. 
Should'ft thou forfake me too, I 'm loft indeed. 

E L E C T R A. 

O no ! thy fitter never will forfake thee ; 
Nor only will I live, but die with thee j 
What joy could life afford a wretched woman, 
Bereft of father, brother, every friend ?— - 

But if you fo command, I will retire 3 
In the mean while, compofe thyfelf to reft, 
Reclin'd upon thy couch 5 nor let vain terrors • 
Rouze thee again*— Thy own upbraiding conference 
Is the revengeful fiend, that haunts thy breaft ! 
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ON THE 

B I R T H - D A Y 

OF THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

THE LORD CHANCELLOR PARKER. 

JULY XXIII, MDCCXIX. 



AS father Thames pours out his plenteous urn 
O'er common tracts, with fpeed his waters flowj 
But where Tome beauteous palace does adorn 
• His banks, the river feems to move more (low j 

As if he ftopp'd awhile, with confcious pride, 
Nor to the ocean would purfue his race, 

Till he reflect its glories in his tide, 

And call the water-nymphs around to gaze. 

So in Time's common flood the huddled throng 
Of months and hours unheeded pafs away, 

Unlefs fome general good our joy prolong, 
And mark the moments of fome feftal day. 

Not fair July, though Plenty clothe his fields, 
Though golden funs make all his mornings fmile, 
in boaft of aught that fuch a triumph yields, 
As that he gave a Parker to our ifle. 

Hail 
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Hail happy month ! fecure of lafting fame I 
Doubly diftinguiftVd through the circling year s 

In Rome a hero gave thee firft thy name ; 
A patriot's birth makes thee to Britain dear. 



THE 

XlVth OLYMPICK OF PINDAR. 

T O' 

ASOPICUS OF ORCHOMENUS, 

I. 

XT E heavenly Graces, who prefide 
* O'er Minyaea's happy foil, that breeds, 

Swift for the race, the faireft fteeds ; 
And rule the land, where with a gentle tide 

Your lovM Cephifian waters glide J 
To you Ofchomenus's towers belong, 
Then hear, ye goddeffes, and aid die fong* 

II. 

Whatever honours fliine below, 

Whatever gifts can move delight, 
Or footh the raviftTd foul, or charm the fight, 

To you their power of pleating owe. 

Fame, beauty, wifdom, you beftow j 
Nor will the gods the facred banquet own, 
Nor on the Chorus look propitious down, 

If you your prefence have deny*d, 
To rule the banquet, and the Chorus guide. 

III. 7 
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III. 
In Heaven itfelf all own your happy Care 5 

Blefs'd by your influence divine, 

There all is good, and all is fair : 
On thrones fublime you there illuftrious fhine ; 
Plac'd near Apollo with the golden lyre, 

You all his harmony infpire, 
And warbled hymns to Jove perpetual fing, 
To Jove, of Heaven the father and the king. 

IV. 

Now hear, Aglaia, venerable maid t 
Hear thou that tuneful verfe doft love, 

Euphrofyne ! join your coeieftial aid, 
Ye daughters of immortal Jove I 

Thalia too be prefent with my lays ; 
Afopicus has rais'd his city's name, 
And, vi&or in th* Olympic ftrife, may claim 

From you his juft reward of virtuous praife. 

V. 

And thou, O Fame ! this happy triumph fpread ; 

Fly to the regions of the dead, 
Through Proferpine's dark empire bear the found, 

There feek Cleodamus below, 
And let the pleased paternal fpirit know, 
How on the plains of Pifa far renowned, 
His fon, his youthful fon, of matchlefs {peed, 

Bore off from all the ri&or's meed, 
y nd with an olive wreath his envy'd temples crown'd. 

T H I 
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THE 

MORNING APPARITION. 

WRITTEN AT WALLINGTON-HOUSE, IN SURRY. 
THE SEAT OF MR. BRIDGES. 

AL L things were huflTd, as noife itfelf were dead j 
No midnight mice ftirr'd round my filent bed 5 
Not ev'n a gnat difturb'd the peace profound, 
Dumb o'er my pillow hung my watch unwound 5 
No ticking death-worm told a fancyM doom, 
Nor hidden cricket chirrupM in the room 5 
No breeze the cafement fhook, or fann'd the leaves, 
Nor drops of rain fell foft from off the eaves j 
Nor noify fplinter made the candle weep, 
But the dim watchlight feem'd itfelf afleep, 
When tir'd I closed my eyes— How long I lay 
In flumber wrapp'd, I lift not now to fay: 
When hark ! a fudden noife — See ! open flies 
The yielding door— I, ftarting, rubb'd my eyes, 
Faft clos'd awhile j and as their lids I rear'd, 
Full at my feet a tall thin form appeared, 
While through my parted curtains rufhing broke 
A light like day, ere yet the figure fpoke. 
Cold fweat bedew'd my limbs— Nor did I dream j 
Hear, mortals, hear I for real truth *s my theme. 

3 4 nd 
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And now, more bold, I rais'd my trembling bones 
To look— when lo ! 'twas honeft mafler Jones # j 
Who wav'd his hand, to banifli fear and forrow, 
Well charged with toaft and fack, and cry'd " Good 
" morrow P* 



WRITTEN IN A WINDOW AT WALLINGTON-HOVSE, 
THEN THE SEAT OF 

MRS. ELIZABETH BRIDGES. 

M DCC XIX. 

T7* N V Y, if thy fearching eye 

"^ Through this window chance to pry. 

To thy forrow thou flialt find, 

AH that's generous, friendly, kind, 

Goodnefs, virtue, every grace, 

Dwelling in this happy place : 

Then, if thou would'ft fhun this fight, 

Hence for ever take thy flight. 

• The butler. 
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THE 

SUPPLEMENT: 

THE CHARACTER OP 

MRS. ELIZABETH BRIDGES*. 
IMPERFECT, 

T) A IN TER, give o'er ; here ends thy feeble art| 
■*• For how wilt thou defcribe th' immortal part ? 
Thtfugh Kneller's or though Raphael's flcill were thine. 
Or Titian^ colours on the cloth did thine, 
The labour'd piece muft yet half-finifli'd ftand, 
And mock the weaknefs of the matter's hand. 

Colours are but the phantoms of the day, 
With that they're born, with that they fade away j 
Like beauty's charms, they but amufe the fight, 
Dark in themfelves, till, by reflection bright, 
With the fun's aid to rival him they boaft, 
But light withdrawn in their own {hades are loft. 
Then what are thefe t' exprefs the living fire, 
The lamp within, that never can expire ? 
That work can only by the Mufe be wrought $ 
Souls muft paint fouls, and thought delineate thought, 

• She died Dec. i, 1745, a o cd 88. See fome verfet 
to her memory in Mrs, Toilet's poems, p. 119. 

Then 
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Then Painter-Mufe begin, and unconnVd 
Draw boldly fir (I a large extent of mind : 
Yet not a barren wafte, an empty fpace, 
For crouds of virtues fill up all the place, 
See I o'er the reft fair Piety prefides, 
As the bright fun th' inferior planets guides 5 
To the foul's powers it vital heat fupplies, 
And hence a thoufand worthy habits rife. 
So when that genial father of the fpring 
Smiles on the meads, and wakes the birds to ting, 
And from the heavenly bull his influence iheds 
On the parterres and fruitful garden bed?, 
A thoufand beauteous births moot up to fight, 
A thoufand buds unfolding meet the light $ 
Each ufeful plant does the rich earth adorn, 
And all the flowery univerfe is born. | 

O ! could my verfe defcribe this facred queen, 
This firftof virtues, awful, yet ferene, 
Plain in her native chnrms, nor too fevere. 
Free from falfe zeal, and fuperftitious fear ; 
Such and fo bright, as by the effecls we find 
She dwells in this fele&ed happy mind, 
The fource of every good mould ftand confeft, 
And all who fee, applaud the heaven-born gueft t 

Proceed, my Mufe, next in the picture place 
. DifFufive charity to human race. 
Juftice thou need' ft not in the draught exprefs, 
Since every greater (till includes the left. | 

What 
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What were the praife if Virtue idly flood, 

Content alike to do nor harm nor good > 

Though fhunning ill, una&ive and fupine, 

Like painted funs, that warm not while they fhine r* 

The nobler foul fuch narrow life difdains, 

Flows out, and meets another's joys and pains, 

Taftelefs of bleflings, if pofTeft alone, 

And in imparted pleafures feeks its own. 

Hence grows the fenfe of Friendfhip's generous fires, 

Hence Liberality the heart infpires, 

Hence ft reams of good in conftant actions flow, 

And man to man becomes a god below ! 

A foul thus form'd, and fuch a foul is here, 
Needs not the dangerous teft of riches fear, 
But, unfubdued to wealth, may fafely ftand, 
And count o'er heaps with an unfully'd hand. 
Heaven that knew this, and where t' intruftits ftore, 
And, blefling one, oft' blefles many more, 
Firft gave a will to give, then fitly joinM 
A liberal fortune to a liberal mind. 
With fuch a graceful eafe her bounty flows ; 
She gives, and fcarce that file's the giver knows, 
But feems receiving moil, when fhe the mod bi 

flows. 

Rich in herfelf, w^ll may (he value more 
Her wealth within, the mind's immortal ftore ; 
PafTions fubdued, and knowledge free from pride, 
Good humour, ever to good fenfe ally'd, 

T Well 
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Well-feafon'd mirtfi, and wifdom un&vere, 
An equal temper, and a heart fincer* ; 
Gifts that alone from Nature's bounty flow, 
Which fortune may difplay, but not bcftow j 
For wealth but fets the picture more in fight, 
And brings the beauties or the faults to light. 
How true th* efteem, that's founded in defert I 
How pleafing is the tribute of the heart ! 
Here willing duty ne'er was paid in vain, 
And ev'n dependence cannot feel its chain, 
Yet whom flie thus fets free (he clofer binds, 
( Affection is the chain of grateful minds) 
And, doubly bleffmg her adopted care, . 
Makes them her virtues with her fortune (hare, 
Leads by example, and by kindnefs guards, 
And raifes fir ft the merit {he rewards. 

Oft too abroad me calls a friendly eye, 
As me would help to every need fupply. 
The poor near her almofl their cares forget, 
Their want but ferves as hunger to their meat $ 
For, fmce her foul *s ally'd to human kind, 
Not to her houfe alone her (lore 's connVd, 
But pafTtng on, its own full banks overflows, 
Enlarged, and deals forth plenty as it goes. 
Through fome fair garden thus a river leads 
It's watery wealth, and firft th* inclofure feed*, 
Vifits each plant, and every flower fupplies ; 
Or, taught in fporrive fountains to arife, 
Call* fprinklsd (bowers o'er every figur'd green j 
3r in canals walks round the -beauteous feme, 
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Yet (tops rot there, but its free courfe maintains, 
And fpreads gay verdure through th* adjacent plains $ 
The labouring hinds with pleafure fee it flow, 
And blefs thofe ftreams by which their paliures grow. 

O generous ufe of power ! O virtuous pride! 
Ne'er may the means be to fuch fouls deny\i, 
Executors of Heaven's all-bounteous will, 
Who well the great Firft-giver's end* fulfil, 
Who, from fupeiior heights frill looking down 
On glittering heaps, which fcaive they think their own, 
Defpife the empty fhow of ufeieis ftate, 
And only would by doing good be pi eat ! 

Now paufe a wliile, my Mule, and then renew 
The pleafing tatk, and take a fecond vie.v ! 



A train of virtues yet undrawn appear ; 
Here juft Oeconomy, drift Prudence there ; 
Near Liberality they ever ftand ; 
This guides her judgment, that directs her hand. 
By thele, fee wild Profufion chae'd away, 
And wanton Luxury, like birds of prey. 
Whilft meek Humility, with charms f rene, 
Forbids vain Pomp f approach the hallow'd fcenej 
Yet through her veil the more attrafts the fight, 
And on her filter-virtues calls a light. 

But wherefore frarts the Painter-Miife, and why, 
The piece unfiniuS'd, throws the pencil by ? 

T * Me'hinks, 



z 7 6 HUGHES'S POEMS. 

Methinks, ((he fays), Humility I hear, 
With gentle voice reproving, cry — Forbear ! 
Forbear, rafh Mufc ! nor longer now commend, 
Left whom thou would'ft defcribe, thou (hould'ft offend, 
And in her breaft a painful glowing raife, 
Who, confcious of the merit, (huns the praife. 



THE 

ECSTASY. 

A N 

ODE. 

" Me vero primum dulces ante omnia Muf« 
*' Accipiant, coeliquevias &fideramonftrent. % * 

VlRC. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

It may be proper to acquaint the reader that the fol- 
lowing poem was begun on the model of a Latin 
ode of Cafimire, intitled E rebus humanis ex- 
cbssus, from which it is plain that Cowlby like- 
wife took the firft hint of his ode called the ec- 
stasy. The fonner part therefore is chiefly an 
mitation of that ode, though with confiderabls 
rariation*, and the addition of the whole fecond 

ftanza, 
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ftanza, except the firft three lines: but the plan 
itfelf feeming capable of a farther improvement, 
the latter part, which attempts a fliort view of the 
heavens according to the modern philofophy, is 
entirely original, and not founded on any thing in 
the Latin author. 



I 



I. 

LEAVE Mortality's low fphere. 

Ye winds and clouds, come lift me high, 
And on your airy pinions bear 
Swift through the regions of the flcy. 
What lofty mountains downward fly ! 
And lo, how wide a fpace of air 
Extends new profpe&s to my eye ! 
The gilded fanes, reflecting light, 
And royal palaces, as bright, 

(The rich abodes 
Of heavenly and of earthly gods) 
Retire apace ; whole cities too 
Decreafe beneath my rifing view. 
And now far off the rolling globe appears ; 
Its fcatter'd nations I furvey, 
And all the mafs of earth and fea ; 
Oh object well deferving tears ) 
Capricious ft ate of things below, 
That, changeful from their birth, no nVd duration 

know! 

T 3 II. Here 
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II. 

Here new-built towns, afpiring high, 

Afcend, with lofty turrets crowned ; 

There others fall, and mouldering lie, 
Obfcure, or only by their ruins found. 
Palmyra's far-extended wafte I fpy, 

(Once Tadmor, ancient in renown) 
Her marble heaps, by the wild Arab fhown, 

Still load with ufelefs pomp the ground. 
But where is lordly Babylon ? where now 

Lifts fhe to Heaven her giant brow ? 
Where does the wealth of Nineveh abound ? 

Or where 's the pride of A f rick's more ? 

Is Rome's great rival then no more ? 
In Rome herfelf behold th* extremes of fate, 
Her ancient greatnefs funk, her modern boafted ftate ! 
See her luxurious palaces arife 

With broken arches mix'd between ! 
And here what fplendid domes poftefs the flues 1 
And there old temples, open to the day, 

Their walls o'ergrown with mofs difplay ; 

And columns, awful in decay, 
Rear up their rpof-lefs heads to form the various fcene. 
III. 
Around tfye fpace of earth I turn my eye ; 

But where *$ the region free from woe ? 
Where (hall the Mufe one little fpotdefcry 

The feat of happinefs below ? 

Here Peace would all its joys difpenfi^ 
The vines and olives unmolefted grow, 

But lo ! a purple pc$ilencc 

Unpeoples 
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Unpeoples cities, fweeps the plains, 
Whilft vainly through deferted fields. 
Her unreap'd harvefts Ceres yields. 
And at the noon of day a midnight file, nee reigns. 
There milder heat the healthful climate warms, 
But, Haves to arbitrary power, 
And plcasM each other to devour, 
The mad pofleflbrs rum to aims. 
I fee, I fee them from afar, 
I view diftinft the mingled war 1 
I fee the charging fquadrons preft 
Hand to hand, and breaft to bread. 
Deftru&ion, like a vulture, hovers nigh ; 
Lur'd with the hope of human blood, 
She hangs upon the wing, uncertain where to fly, 
But licks her drowthy jaws, and waits the promised 
food. 

IV. 

Here cruel Difcord rakes a wider fcene, 
To exercife more unrelenting rage ; 
Appointed fleets their numerous powers engage, 

With fcarce a fpace of fea between. 
Hark ! what a brazen burft of thunder 
Rends the elements afunder ! 
Affrighted Ocean flies the roar, 
And drive* the billows to the diftant (bore j 
The diftant (bore, 
That foch a ftorm ne'er felt before, 
Tranfiatts it to the rocks around $ 
The rocks and hollow creeks-prolong the rolling found 
T 4 V. Stii 



*8© HUGHES'S PQEMS. 

V. 

Still greater horrors ftrike my eyes. 

Behold convulfive earthquakes there 

And fliatter'd land in pieces tear, 
And ancient cities fink, and fudden mountains rife ! 
Through opening mines th' aftoniflTd wretches go, 

Hurry'd to unknown depths below. 
The bury'd ruin fleeps ; and naught remains 

But duft above and defart plains, 
Unlefs fome ftone this fad infcription wear, 

Rais'd by fome future traveller, 
" The prince, his people, and his kingdom, here, 
" One common tomb contains*" 

vr. 

Again, behold where feas, difdaining bound. 

O'er the firm land ufurping ride, 
And bury fpacious towns beneath their fweeping tide. 
Da fir d with the fudden flood the vaulted temples found. 
Waves rollM on waves, deep burying deep, lift high 
A watery monument, in which profound 
The courts and cottages together lie. 

Ev'n now the floating wreck I fpy, 

And the wide fur face far around 

With fpoils of plundered countries crown'd* 
Such, Belgia, was the ravage and affright* 

When late thou faw'ft thy ancient foe 

Swell o'er thy digues, oppos'd in vain* 
"With deadly rage, and riftng in it's might 

ur down fwift ruin on thy plains below. 

Thus 



THE ECSTASY. 181 

Thus Fire, and Air, and Earth, and Main, 
A never-ceafing fight maintain, 
While man on every fide is fure to lofe j 
And fate has furnim'd out the ftage of life 
t With war, misfortune, and with ft rife j 
Till Death the curtain drops, and (huts the fcene of 
woes. 

VII. 

But why do I delay my flight ? 

Or on fuch gloomy objetts gaze ? 

I go to realms ferene with ever-living light. 

Hafte, clouds and whirlwinds, hade a raptur'd bard to 

raife ; 

Mount me fublime along the mining way, 

Where planets, in pure ftreams of aether driv'n, 

Swim through the blue expanfe of heaven. 

And lo ! th* obfequious clouds and winds obey ! 

And lo ! again the nations downwards fly, 

And wide-ftietchM kingdoms peri Hi from my eye. 

Heaven ! what bright vifions now arife ! 

What -opening worlds my ravifiYd fenfe furprife ! 

I pafs cerulean gulphs, and now behold 

New folid globes their weight, fclf-balanc'd, bear. 

UnpropM amidft the fluid air, 

And all, around the central fun, in circling eddies 

roUU 

Unequal in their courfe, fee they advance, 

And form the planetary dance ! 

Here the pale moon, whom the fame laws ordain 

T* obey the earth! and rule the main j 

Here 
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Here let me, thy companion, ftray, 

From orb to orb, and now behold 
Unnumbered fun?, all Teas of molten gold 5 

And trace each comet's wandering way, 

And now defcry Light's fountain-head, 

And meafure its defcending fpeed 5 

Or learn-how fun-born colours rife 

In rays diftinft, and in the fkies 

Blended in yellow radiance flow, 
Or ftain the fleecy cloud, or ftrealc the watery bow ; 

Or now diffused their beauteous tin&ures flied 
On every planet's rifing hills, and every verdant mead. 

XL 

Thus, rais'd fublime on Contemplation's wings, 
Frefh wonders I would (till explore, 
Still the great Maker's power adore, 
Loft in the thought— nor ever more 
Return to earth, and earthly things; 
But here with native freedom take my flight, 
An inmate of the Heavens, adopted into light I 
So for a while the royal eagle's brood 

In his low neft fecurely lies, 
Amid the darknefs of the (heltering wood. 
Yet there with in-born vigour hopes the ikies : 
Till fledg'd with wings full-grown, and bold to rife, 

The bird of Heaven to Heaven afpires, 
Soars 'mid ft the meteors and coeleftial fires, 
With generous pride his humbler birth difdatns, 
\nd bears the thunder through tb* a?therial plains. 

THE 
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THE 

TENTH BOOK 

O F 
LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, 

TRANSLATED. 

THE ARGUMENT AND CONNECTION OF THE STORY 
WITH THE FOREGOING BOOKS. 

Pompey, flying to ./Egypt, after his defeat at Pharfa- 
lia, was by the king's confent bafely murdered by 
Pothinus, and his head prefented to Caefar, as he 
approached the ./Egyptian coaft, in purfuit of his 
enemy. The poet having reprefented this cataftro- 
phe in the two former books j the argument of the 
tenth book is as follows : 

Csefar lands in ./Egypt. He goes to Alexandria ; vifits 
the temple, and the fepulchre of the kings, in which 
Alexander the Great was buried. The poet, in a 
beautiful digrefiion, declaims again ft the ambition 
of that monarch. Ptolemy, the young king of 
/Egypt, meets Caefar at his arrival, and receives him 
into his palace. His filter Cleopatra, who had been 
kept a prifoner in Pharos, makes her efcape, and 
privately getting admittance to Caefar, implores his 
protection. By his means flie is reconciled to her 
brother $ after which flic entertains Caefar at a feaft. 

The 
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The fupper being ended, Caefar requefts of Acho- 
reus, the prieft, an account of the antiquities of 
./Egypt, particularly of the river Kile. Achoreus's 
reply. The courfe of that river described, with an 
enumeration of the various opinions concerning its 
fpring, and the caufes af its overflowing. Pothi- 
nus plots the death of Caefar. His meffage to Achil- 
las to invite him to join in this attempt. Achillas 
marches againft Alexandria with an army compofed 
of Egyptians and Romans, and befiegeS Catfnr in 
the palace, who frizes Ptolemy as a pledge for his 
own fecurity. A herald, fent from the king to 
enquire the caufe of this tumult, is (lain. An at- 
tack being made, Caefar defends himfelf, burns the 
./Egyptian mips in the harbour, and poAcfies him- 
felf of Pharos, where he puts Pothinuc to death. 
Arfinoe, younger fifter of Ptolemy, by the aid of 
Ganimede her governor, arriving in the camp, caufes 
Achillas to beAain. Ganimede renews the attack 
againft Caefar, wha is blocked up in Pharos, and 
reduced to the greateft extremity. 

WHEN conquering Casfar follow'd to the land 
His rival's head, and trod the baibarous ftrand, 
His fortune ftrove with guilty .^Egypt's fate 
In doubtful fight, ami this the dire debate ; 
Shall Roman arms great Lagus' realm enthrall ? 5 
- (hall the vi&or, like the vanquim'd, fall 
Egypt's fword ? Pompey, thy ghoff with flood 
impending blow, and fav*d"the generaPs blootf, 

Left 
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Left Rome, too happy after lofs of thee, 
Should rule the Nile, herfelf from bondage free. 10 

Secure, and with this barbarous pledge content, 
To Alexandria now the conqueror Went. 
The croud that faw his entry, while, before, 
Advancing guards the rods of empire bore, 
In murmur'd founds their jealous rage difclos'd, 15 
At Roman rites and foreign law impos'd. 
Obferving Caefar foon his error fpy'd, 
That not for him his mighty rival dyM, 
Yet fmooth'd his brow, all marks of fear fupprefs'd, 
And hid his cares, deep bury'd in his breaft. 20 



} 



Then with intrepid mien he took his way, 
Th« city walls and temples to furvey, 
Works which thy ancient power, great Macedort, 

difplay, 

He view'd the fplendid fanes with carelefs eyes, 
Shrines rich with gold and facred myfterie«, j* 

Nor rlx'd his fight, but, eager in his pace, 
Defcends the vault, which holds the royal race, 
Philip's madfon, the profperous robber, bound 
In Fate's eternal chains, here fleeps profound, 
Whom death forbad his rapines to purfue, 30 

And in the world's revenge the monfter flew. 
Hi< impious bones, which, through each climate toft, 
The fport of winds, or in the ocean loft, 
Had met a jufter fate, this tomb obtained, 
And facred, to that kingdom's end, remain'd. 35 

O! 
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O ! fhould aufpicious years rail round again, 
And godlike Liberty refuoie her reign, 
Preferv'd to fcorn the reliques wou'd be mown 
Of the bold chief, whofe boundlefs pride alone 
This curit example to Ambition gave, 40 

How many realms one mortal can enflave ! 

Difdaining what his father won before, 
Afpiring ftill, and reftlefs after more, 
He left his home ; while Fortune fraooth'd his way, 
And o'er the fruitful Eaft enlarg'd his fway. 45 

Red Slaughter mark'd his progrefs, as he paft j 
The guilty fword laid human nature wafte, 
Difcolour'd Ganges' and Euphrates' flood, 
With Periian this, and that with Indian blood. 
He feem'd in terror to the nations fent, 50 

The wrath of Heaven, a (tar of dire portent, 
And (hook, like thunder, all the continent I 
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Nor yet content, a navy he provides, 
To feas remote his triumphs now he guides, 
Nor winds nor waves his progrefs could withftand 5 ' 
Nor Libya's fcorching heat, and defart land, 
Nor rolling mountains of collected fand. 
Had Heaven but giv'n him line, he had outrun 
The fartheft journey of the felting fun, 
March'd round the poles, and drank difcover'd Nile 60 
At his fpring-head — But winged fate the while 

mes on with fpeed, the funeral hour draws near 5 
\h only could arreft his mad career, 

Who 
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Who to his grave the world's fole empire bore, 
With the fame envy 'twas acquiiM before ; 65 

And, wanting a fuccefTor to his reign, . 
Left all to fuffer conqueft once again. 

Yet Babylon firft yielded to his arms, 
And Parthia trembled at his proud alarms. 
Oh fliame to tell ! could haughty Parthia fear 76 
The Grecian dart, and not the Roman fpear ? 
What though the North, and South, and Weft are 

ouis, 
Th* unconquer'd Eaft defies our feeble powers, 
So fatal once to Rome's great Crafli known, 
A province now to Pella's puny town. 75 

New from Pelufium, where expanding wide 
Nile pours into the Tea his ample tide, 
Came the boy-king j his prefence foon appeas'd 
The people's rage, and giddy Tumult ceas'd. 
In Egypt's palace, Caefar deeps fecure ; 80 

This princely hoftage does awhile enfure 
His terms of peace ; when lo ! the filler- queen, 
In a fmall boat conceal'd, fecurely mean, 
With gold corrupts the keeper of the port, 
And undifcover'd lands, and lurks within the court. 
The Royal Whore ! her country's worft difgrace, 
The fate and fury of the Roman race I 
As Helen's foft incendiary charms 
Provok'd the Grecian and the Trojan arms, 
No lefs did Cleopatra's eyes infpire 90 

Italian flames, and fpread the kindled fire. 

U A 
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100 
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fa vile enervate band 
npertal eagles to withfhmd j 
h*d, a woman at their head, 
And^ttw^/if ever, Rome knew aught of xfread, 95 
E'en mighty Rome with terror heard the jar 
Of clatter* d cymbals tinkling to the war, 
And (hook her lofty towers, and trembled from \ 

afar. 
What triumphs had proud Alexandria feen, 
Had great O&avius then a captive been, 
When hovering Viclory, at Leucate's bay, 
Hung on her wings, and 'twas a ftrife that day, 
.If the loft world a DiftafF mould obey. 
From that curft night this daring hope arofe, 
That (hameful night, the fource of future woes, 105 
Which fir ft commenced polluted loves, between 
A Roman general and ^Egyptian queen. 
O who can Anthony's wild paflion blame ? 
, Ev'n Caefar's flinty heart confefs'd the foftening flame ! 
The foul adulterer, reeking with the ftains no 1 

Of impious (laughter on Theflalian plains, ' 

UnwauYd from blood, amidft the rage of war, 1 

In joys obfcene forgets his cruel care. 
Though Pompey's ghoft yet haunt thofe barbarous 

walls, 
And howling in his ears for vengeance calls, 115 
Secure in guilt, he hugs a harlot's charms, 
And mingles lawleft love with lawless arms, 
Nor mindful of his chafter progeny, 
d baftard-brother, Julia, gives to thee. 

His 
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H«s rallying foes on Libyan plains rejoin j no 

Luxurious Caefar, Jhauaefully lupine, . 
Forgoes his gains, and for a kifs or (mile 
Sells the dear purchafe of his martial toil. 



Htm Cleopatra fought V efpoufe her care ; 
Prefuraing of her charms, the mournful fair 115 
In wild di (order loos'd her lovely hair, 
And, with a face inviting Aire relief, 
In tender accents thus difclos'd her grief: 
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Great Caefar, look ! of Lagun* royal race, 
So thou reftore me to my rightful place, 130 

I kneel a queen. Expell'd my father's throne, 
My hope of fuccour is in you alone. 
You rife a profperous ftar to Egypt's aid ; 
O fhine propitious on an injur'd maid 1 
My fex has oft the Pharian fcepter fway'd. 
For fo the laws admit. Let Caefar read 
Our parent's will j my brother's crown and bed 
Are mine to (hare, and were the youth but free 
From faucy tutors, he would marry me. 
But by Pothinus' nod his paflions move, 149 

Pothinus wields his fword, and manages his love. 
Forbid that crime ; I freely quit my claim, 
But fave from Aich reproach our houfe and name. 
Refcue the rpyal boy from mean command, 
Reftore the fcepter to his trembling hand, r+5 

This vile domeftick's lawlefs pride reftrain, 
Remote the traitor-guard, and teach the king to reign. 
U a TV 
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J^ere fpots no more in madowy {beaks appears 
But lakes irvftead, and groves of trees, 
The wondering Muse traaipoitcd fees, 
And their taM heads dtfcover'd mountains rear*. 
And now once more I downward caft my fight, 
When lo ! the earth, a larger moon, difplays 
Far off, amid ft the heavens, her filver face, 
And to her filter- moon by turns gives light ! 
Her feas are ihadowy fpots, her land a milky white. 

VIII. 
* What power unknown my courfe (till upwards 
guides, 
Where Mars is feen his ruddy rays to throw 
Through heatlefs fries (hat round him feem to glow, . 
And where remoter Jove o'er his four moons prefidts ? 
And now I urge my way more bold, 
Unpierc'd by Saturn's chilling cold, 
Andpafs his planetary guards, and his bright ring; behold. 
Here the fun's beams fo faintly play, 
The mingled (hades almoft extinguish day. 
His rays reverted hence the fire withdraw?, . 

For here his wide dominions end ; 
And other funs, that rule by other laws, 
Hither their bordering realms extend. 

EC. 

And now far off through the blue vacant borne, 

I reach at lafc the milky road, 
Once thought to lead to Jove's fuprrw* abode* 
Where ftars, profute in heaps* Hejuran/a glittering 
heights adorn* 

Loft 
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Loft in each other'* neighbouring rays, 
They undiftinguifh'd (hine in one promifcuou* blaze. 

So thick, the lu.ctf gcojs a/e town, 

As if th' Almighty Builder hw 

Laid up his ft ores for many a fphere 

In deftin'd worlds, as yet unknown. 

Hither the nightly-wakefuj fwain, 

That guards his folds upon the plain, 
Oft turns his gazing eyes, 

Yet marks no ftars, but o'er his head 

Beholds the ftreamy twilight fpread, * 

Like diftant morning in the ikies } 
And wonders from what fource its dawning fplendors 

rife. 

X. 
But lo ! — what 's this I fee appear ? 
It feems far off a pointed flame j 
From earth-wards too the mining meteor came. 
How fwift it climbs th' aerial fpace ! 
And now it traverfes each fphere, 
And feems fome living gueft, familiar to the place. 
*Tis he — >as I approach more near 
The great Columbus of the fkies I know ! 
'Tis Newton's foul, that daily travels here 
In fearch of knowledge for mankind below. 
O ftay, thou happy fpirit, ftay, 
And lead me on through all th' unbeaten wilds of day; 
As when the Sibyl did Rome's father guide 
Safe through the downward roads of night, 
And in Elyfium bleft his fight 
With newt till then to mortal eyes deny'd. 

Her 
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Blind oftentatious madnefs ! to difplay *) 

Your wealth, to whom cv'n civil war *s a play, > 
And tempt an armed gueft to fejze the prey ! j 

Grant riches not the purpofe of his toil, 205 

Nor with rapacious arms to hunt for fpoll, 
Think him a heroe of that chafter time, 
When poverty was praife, and gold a crime j 
Suppofe Fabricius prefent at the fliow, 
Or the rough conful chofen from the plough, 2 10 
Or virtuous Curius 5 each would wHh to come 
With fuch a triumph back to wondering Rome, 



1 



What earth and air, the fea and Nile afford, 
In golden vefiels heaps the plenteous board j 
Whate*er ambitious luxury could find 215' 

Through the fearchM globe, and more than want 

enjoin'd j 
Herds of Egyptian gods, and fowl of various kind. 
In cryftal ewers Nilus fupplies around 
His pureft ftreams 5 vaft glittering bowls abound 
With wine from Meroe'* ifle, whofe noble age, a 20 
Fermenting, /parkles with ungovern'd rage : 
With twilled wreaths, which fragrant flowers compofe, 
Delightful nard, and ever-blooming rofe, 
They crown their brows j and (trow their oily hair 
With fpice from neighbouring fields, not yet expired 

in air. »*5 

Here Caefar learns the fruitful world to drain, 
While confcious thoughts his fecret foul arraign ; 

Blu(hiAg 
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Blufhing fee inward mourns the dice debate 
With his poor fon, but mourns, ah*! too late, 
And longs for war with Egypt's wealthy ftate. 130 



\ 
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At length, the tumult of the banquet o'er, 
When iated luxury required no more, 
Cacfar protra&s the filent hours, of night, 
And, turning to Achoreus cloath'd in white, 
High on a lofty couch — Say, holy feer ! *35 

Whofe hoary age thy guardian gods revere, 
Devoted to their rites ! wilt thou relate 
The rife and progreft of the Pharian flate r 
Pefcribe the land's extent, what humours fway 
The people's minds, and to what powers you pray, 
What cuftoms keep, and what devotion pay. 
Whate'er your ancient monuments contain, 
Produce to light, and willing gods explain. 
If Plato once obtain'd a like requeft, 
To whom your (ires their myftic rites confeft, 245 
This let me boaft, perhaps you have not here 
A meaner gueft, or Iefs judicious ear. 
Fame of my rival led me firft, 'tis true, 
To Egypt's coaft, yet join'd with fame of you. 
I ftill had vacant hours amidft my wars, a 5° 

To read the heavens, and to review the ftars j 
Henceforth all calendars muft yield, to mine, 
And ev'n Eudpxus Avail the palm refign. 
Eut more than all, the love of truth, which fires 
My glowing breaft, an ardent with infpires *$S 

To learn, what numerous ages ne'er could know, ^ 
Your river's fource, and caufesof it's flow. 

U 4 Indulge 
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Indulge my hope Nile's fecret birth to view, 
No more' in arms 1*11 civil ftrife purfue. 

He paus'd j when thus Achoreus made reply ; 160 
Ye reverend fhades of our great anceftry I 
While I to Caefar nature's works explain, 
And open ftores yet hid from eyes profane, 
Be it no crime your fecrets to reveal ! 
Let others hold it pious to conceal %6$ 

Such mighty truths. I think the gods defign'd 
Works fuch as thefe to pafs all human kind, 
And teach the wondering world their laws and 
heavenly mind. 
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At nature's birth, a various power was given 
To various ftars, that crofs the poles of Heaven, 270 
And flack the rolling fphere. With fovereign rays 
The Sun divides the months, the nights, the days j 
Fix'd in his orb the wandering courfe re ft rains 
Of other ftars, and the great dance ordains. 
The changeful Moon intends th* alternate tides, 475 
Saturn o'er ice and fnowy zones prefides 5 
Mars rules the winds, and the wing'd thunder 

guides, 

Jove's is a (ky ferene and temperate air 5 
The feeds of life are Venus' kindly care. 
O'er fpreading ft reams, Cyllenius, is thy reign : a So 
And when that part of Heaven thou doft attain, 
When Cancer with the Lion mingles rays, 

nd Sirius all his fiery rage difplays, 

Beneath 
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Beneath whofe hot furvey, deep in his bed, 

Ob feu re from fight, old Nilus veils his head ; 185 

When thou from thence, in thy coeleftial courfe, 

Ruler of floods, doft ftrike the river's fource, 

The confeious dreams break out, and flowing foon 

Obey thy call, as ocean does the moon ; 

Nor check their tide, till night has from the fun 290 

Regain'd thofe hours 'th' advancing fummer won. 
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Vain was the faith of old, that melted fnow 
From ^Ethiopian hills produced this flow ; 
For let the natives fun-burnt (kins declare, 
That no bleak North breathes wintry tempefls 
there, 2 9 

But vapours from the South poflefs the parching air. 
Befides, fuch torrents as by fnows increafe, 
Begin to fwell when fpring does flrft releafe 
Thofe wintery (lores j Nile ne'er provokes his dreams, 
Till the hot Dog-ftar (hoot his angry beams ; 309 
Nor then refumes his banks, till Libra weighs 
In equal fcale the meafur'd nights and days. 
Hence he the laws of other dreams declines, 
Nor flows in winter, when at diftance mines 
The moderate fun 5 commanded to repair, 305 

In fummer's heat, to cool th* intemperate air. 
When fcorch'd Siene feels her Cancer's Are, 
Then left the world, confum'd in flame, expire, 
Nile to its aid his watery forces draws, 
And fwells againfl the Lion's burning jaws, 310 

Moid- 
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Moiftening tht plaints till Phoebus la*e de&encb 
TVAiituvn's cooler couch, and Meroe's (hade ex-* 

tends. 
Who can the caufe of fuch great changes read ? 
Ev'n ft our parent Nature had decreed 
Nile's con (tan t CQurfe»andfo the wojcld has need. 31,5 < 






As vainly top Antiquity apply'd 
Th* Etefian winds to raife this wondrous tide, 
Which blow at ftated feafons of the year 
For feveral days, and long poflefs the air; 
Qr thought vaft clouds, which, driv'n before them fly 
Beyond the South, difebarg'd the burdtn'd fky 
fki Nilus* head, and thence his current fwelPd j 
Qr that thofc winds the river's eojtjrfe repell'd, 
Which ftopp'd, and prefa'd by th* entering fea, difdaina 
His banks, and ifluing boils along the plains. %%$ 

Some think vail pores, and gaps, in earth abound, 
Where dreams in filent veins creep under ground, 
Led from the chilling North, the line to meet, 
When pointed beams direct on Meroe beat, 
W hile the parch'd earth a watery fuccour craves ; 3 30 
Then Po and Ganges roll their fmother'd waves 
Deep through the vaults beneath ; and Nile fupply'd 
Difcharges at one vent their mingled tide, 
Nor can the gather 1 d flood in one ftraight channel 
ride. 
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Some think the fta, which round airlands extends 335 
liquid arms, thefe gu/hing waters fends j 

That 
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That length of courfe the faltnets wears away 5 
Or thus; fince Phoebus and tlw flats, we fey, 
Drink ocean's ftreams; when, near hot Cancer's claws, 
The thirty run a larger portion draws, 340 

That more than air digefts, attracted fo, 
Falls back by night, and caufes Nile to flow. 

Might I m fo perplex'd a caufe engage, 
I think, fince nature grew mature in age, 
Some waters, Caefar* have deriv'd their birth 34$ 
From veins by ftrong convulfions broke in earth } 
And fome coaeval with the world began, 
And (hurting through appointed chancels ran, 
When this whole frame th* Almighty Builder rear'd, 
OrdainM its laws, aj*d its firft motions fteer'd. 35* 

The kings of Greece, of iEgypt, and the Eaft, 
Ardent like you, were with this wifli pofleft, 
And every age has laboured to attain 
The wondrous truth, but laboured dill in vain, 
For nature lucks obfcuve, and mocks their pain. 35$ 
Philip's great fon, whofe confecrated name 
Memphis adores, the firft in regal fame, 
Envious of this, detach *d a chofen band 
To range th* extreme of ./Ethiopia's land ! 
They pals the fcorching foil, and only view 360 

Where hotter ft reams their conftant way purfue. 
The fartheft Weft our great Sefoftris faw, 
While honiefa'd kings bis tbfty chariot draw, 

Ye> 
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Yet drank your Rhodanus and Padus firft 

At both their fprings, ere Nile obey'd his thirft. 365 

Cambyfea, mad with luft of power t' o'er-run 

The long-liv'd nations of the rifing fun, 

To promised fpoils a numerous army led} 

His famiuVd foldiers on each other fed, 

Exhaufted he return'd, nor faw great Nil us" head : - 

Nor boafting fame pretends to make it known $ 

Where'er thou flow'ft, thy fpring *s pofleft by none, 

And not one land can call thee, Nile, her own. 

Yet what the god, who did thy birth conceal, 

Has giv'n to know, to Caefar I *11 reveal. 375 






Firft from the Southern pole thy dream we trace, 
Which rolling forward with a fpeedy pace, 
Under hot Cancer is directly driven 
Again ft Bootes* wain, far in the North of Heaven. 
Yet winding in thy courfe from eaft to weft, 380 

Arabia now, now Libya's fands are bleft 
With thy cool flood ; which firft the Seres fpy, 
Yet feek thee too ; thy current, rolling by, 
Through ^Ethiopia next, a ftranger, flows. 
Nor can the world perceive to whom it owes 3S5 

Thy facred birth, which nature hid from all, 
Left any nation (hould behold thee final!, 
And, covering deep thy infant head, requirM 
That none mould find what is by all admired. 



Thou, by a law to other ftreams unknown, 390 " 
liner's folfttce o'efthy banks art thrown, 
ng'ft in thy full tide a winter of thy own. 

To 
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To thee alone 'tis given thy waves to roll 
Athwart the globe, enlarg'd to either pole ; 
Theft nations feck thy fountain, thofe would trace! 
Thy gulph. With fpacious arms thou doft embrace S> 
Hot Meroe, fruitful to a footy race, J 

And proud of ebon woods j yet no retreat 
Their ufelefs (hades afford to fhun th' exceflive heat. 
Then through the regions of the fcorching fun, 400 
Not JellerTd by his thirft, thy waters run. 
O'er barren fands they take a tedious courfe, 
Now rolling in one tide their gathered force 5 
Now wandering in their way, and fprinkled round, 
0>r yielding banks thy wanton billows bound. 405 
Thy channel here its fcatterM troops regains, 
Between th* Egyptian and Arabian plains, 
Where Philas bounds the realm j with eafy pace 
Thy flippery waves through defarts cut their race, 
Where Nature by a tracl of land divides 410 

Our fea, diftinguinYd from the Red-Sea's tides. 
Who that beholds thee here fo gently flow, 
Would think thou ever could'ft tempeftuous grow ? 
But when o'er rugged cliffs and ways unev'n 
In fteepy cataracts thou'rt headlong driv'n, 415 

Thy rufhing waves, refilled, fiercer fly, 
And batter'd froth rebounding fills the iky. 
The hills remurmur with the dafhing found, 
Thy billows ride triumphant far around, 
And rear their conquering heads with hoary ho 

nours crown'd. 420 

Hence fliaken Abatos firft feels thy rage, 
And rocks, which in our greatjorefathers age 

Wen 
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Were call'd the river's veins j bccaufr they (hew 
His firft increase, and fymptoms of his flow. 
Vaft piles of mountains here encompais wide 4*5 
His ftreams, to .Libya's tbirfty J and denyM, 
Which thus inclos'd in a deqp valley glide* 
At Memphis firft he fees the open plains, 
Then flows at large, and his low banks diftaias. 
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While thus fecure, as if no danger nigh, 439 

Till night's black fteeds had travelled half the iky, 
They pafs the hours of reft, Pothiiws' mind 
From brooding mifchief can no leifore find. 
Seafon'd in facred Blood, what crime can fcare 
The wretch, that late could fuch a murder dare ? 435 
Great Pompey's ghoft dwells jn his bread, t* inipire 
New monfters there ; and furies add their Are* 
He hopes ignoble hands /hall wear thofe ftaias, 
'IVhich Heaven for injured Roman chiefs ordains, 
And that blind fortune to a slave that day 440 ■ 

The fenate's vengeance mould bequeath away, 
The debt for civil war, which Cseuv once wall pay. 
But oh ! ye righteous powers, esert your care ! 
The guilty life in Brutus* abfence fpare! 
Nor let vile -ffigypt, Rome'* great jtrttke bosft, 445 
And this example to the world be ldft! 
* 

Vain is th* attempt $ yet, fcorning fcoret foares, 
Steel'd by his crimes, the defperate villain dares, 
With open war th' uneonquer'd chief provoke, 

d dooms bis head akeady to the iUofce, 450 

l>tfigna 
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Dtfgns to Wd tftte ftatigtrtei'Hl ffcrher go> 

And feck his fon in dteary Andes below. 

Yet firft fee femfs a tidily (lave, to bear 

This bafty mefliige to Achillas* ear, 

His partner- ru ffiftn in 'great Pompey's firil, 455 

Whom the weftk king had made his general, 

And, thoughtlefs of hra own defence, refrgn'd 

A power agairfft htmftlf and all mankind. 

Go, fluggard, to thy bed of down, and fteep 
Tky heavy eyelets in luxvriou* fleepl n£o 

While Cleopatra does the court invade* 
And Pharos is not privately betrayed, 
But giv'n away j doft thou alone forbear 
To grace the nuptials of thy miftrefs here ? 
Tli* inceftaous fifter (hall her brother wed, 4^ 

Ally'd already to the Roman's bed, 
And (baring both by turns 5 .AEgypt *s her hire, 
Already paid, and Rome (he may require. 
Could Cleopatra's forceries decoy 
E**n Caefar's age, and {ball we trad a boy > 47© 

Whom if one night (he fold within her arms, 
Drunk with lewd joys, and fafcinating charms, 
Whatever pious name the crime allay, 
Between each kifs, he'll give our beads away, 
And we by racks or flames mud for her beauty 

P a y- 475 

In this diftrefs fate no relief allows 5 
Csefar *s her lover, and the king her fpoufe ; 
And (he herfelf, no doubt, the doom has pad 
On us, and all wbo would have left her chafte. 

But 
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But by the deed which we together Jhar'd, 480 

In vain, if not by new attempts repair'd, 
By that drift league a hero's blood has bound, 
Bring fpeedy war, and all their joys confound, 
Ru(h boldly on $ with daughter let us ftain 
Their nuptial torch $ the cruel bride* be (lain 485 
Ev'n in her bed, and which foe'er (applies 
In prefent turn the hu (band's place, he dies* 
Nor Caefar's name our purpofe (hall appall 3 
Fortune 'a the common miftrefs of us all, 
'And (he, that lifts him now above mankind, 490 
Courted by us, may be to us as kind. 
We (hare his brighteft glory, and are great 
By Pompey's death, as he by his defeat. 
Look on the (hore, and. read good omens there, 
And a(k the bloody waves what we may dare. 495 
Behold what tomb the wretched trunk ftpplies, 
Half hid in /and, half naked to the (kies ! V 

Yet this was CsBfar's equal whom we (lew : 
And doubt we then new glory to puriue ? 
, Grant that our birth 's obfeure j yet, fliall we need 500 
Kings or rich dates confederate to the deed ? 
No, Fate 's our own, and Fortune in our way, 
Without our toil, prefents a nobler prey ; 
Appeafe we now the Romans while we may ! 
This (econd vi&im (hall their rage remove 505 

For Pompey's death, and turn their bate to love. 
Nor dread we mighty names, which (laves adore j 
Stripped of his army what *s this foldier more 
Than thou or I ? — to-night then let us end 
His civil wars j to-night the fates (hall fend 51© 

A fa- 
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A. ftcrifice to troops of ghofts below, 
And pay that head, which to the world they owe. 
At Cse&r's throat let the fierce fokliers fly, 
And Egypt's youth with Rome's their force apply, 
| Thofe lor their ki»g, and thefe for libtrty . 5x5 J 
No more, but hafte, and take the foe fupine, 
Prepared for luft, and gorg'd with food and wine. 
Be hold, and think the gods to thee commend 
The caufe, which Brutus' prayers and Cato's will de- 
fend. 
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To mifchief fwift, Achillas foon obey'd 530 

This iummons, yet his fudden march betray *d 
By no loud fignal, nor the trumpet's jar t 
In filent hafts he Jed a barbarous train of war. 
Degenerate crouds of Romans fill his bands, 
So loft in vice, fo chang'd in foreign lands, 525 
That they, who mould havefcora'd the king's com- 
mands, 

Forgetful of their country and their fame* 
Under a vile domeftick's conduct came. 
Vo faith, no honour, can the herd re&rain, 
That follow camps, and fight for fordid gain ; 530 
Like ruffians brib'd, they ne'er the caufe enquire, 
That fide 's the juft, which gives the largeft hire. 
If by your fwords proud Ccfar was to bleed, 
Strike for yourfelves, ye (laves I nor fell the deed 1 
Oh wretched Rome ! where'er thy Eagle flies, 531 
[few civil wan, new fury, will arife j 

X Ev'n 
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Ev'n on Nile's banks, far from Thefialian plains, 
Araidft thy troops their country's madnefs reigns. 
What more could the bold houfe of Lagus dare, 
Had Pompey found a juft protection there ? 540 

No Roman hand *s exempt, but each muft lpill 
His mare of blood, and Heaven's decrees fulfil. 
Such vengeful plagues it pleas'd the gods to fend, 
And with fuch numerous wounds the Latian ftate to 
rend. 

Not for the fon or father now they fight $ 545 

A bafe-born flave can civil arms excite, 
Achillas mingles in the Roman ftrife ; 
And, had not Fate protected Cxfar's lire, 
Thefe had prevailed ; each villain ready flood, 
This waits without, and that within, for blood. 550 
The court, diflblv'd in feafting, open lay 
To treacherous fnares, a carelef* eafy prey. 
Then o'er the royal cups had Caefar bled, 
And on the board had fall'n his fever'd head, 
But left, amid the darknefs of the night, 555 

Their fwords unconfcious, in the huddled fight, 
Might flay the king, the flaves awhile took breath, 
And flipp'd th' important hour of Caefar's death. 
They thought to make him foon the lofs repay, 
And fall a facrifice in open day, 560 

One night is given him ; by Pothinus* grace 
He fees the fun once more renew his race. 

Now 
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Now the fair raorning-ftar began to fhow 
The fign of day from Caffia's lofty brow, 
And ev'n the dawn made fultry -ffigypt glow. 565 
When from afar the marching troops appear. 
Not in loofe fquadrons fcatter'd here and there, 
But one broad front of war, as if that day 
To meet an equal force, and fight in juft array. 
While Caefar thinks not the town-walls fecure, 570 
He bars the palace-gates, compelled t* endure. 
Th' inglorious fiege, and in a corner hide 
Inclos'd, nor dares to the whole court confide. 
In hafte he arms his friends 5 his anxious bread, 
Now fir'd with fury, now with doubt depreft, 575 
I Much fears th' aflault, yet more that fear difdains ; 
I So when fome generous favage, bound with chains, 
I Is (hut within his den, he howls with rage, 
And breaks his teeth again ft the mafly cage : 
And thus, if by new weight of hills imposed 580 
Sicilian -^Etna's breathing jaws were clos'd, 
JEvVi thus th* imprifon'd god of lire would rave, 
And drive his flames rebellowing round the cave, 
Behold the man, who lately fcorn'd to dread 
The fenate's army to juft battle led, 585 

The flower of Roman lords, and Pompey at their 

head, 

Who, in. a caufe forbidden hope, could truft 
That Providence for him mould prove unjuft, 
sehold him now oppreft, .forlorn of aid, 
>iv T n to a houfe, and of a flave afraid ! 590 

fc, whom rough Scythians had not dar'd abufe, 
tor lavage Moors, who barbaroufly ufe 

X a In 



■} 



I 



'i 



! 



In fport, tp try i**oipitable arts 

On ftranger? bowid, tjiejr Jiving jpftrfc for darts 5 

Though Rome's eyjended wo*W*though ladja joja'd ] 

With Tynan G*de* fee/a* a realm copfin'dj 

A fpace too fca**y to frjs vafter miad, 

Now, like a boy or tender maid, be $q*, 

When fudden arms tV invaded wefts fiirprizej 

He trayj*fc* th* court, each rowpi explores, 600 

His hope 1 is all i* bars and balled doors* 

Yet doubtful while t* wander* hete and there, 

He leads the captive king kit feto to tam, 

Or expiate that death tfce Oaves for him prepare. 

If darts or miflivfi flames ihaU fail, hell tbrjw 605 

Their fcveveign's head againft th* advancing foe.. 

So, when Medea fled her native dime, 

And fear'd juft vengeance on her impious crime, 

With ready fteel the cruel forcereft ftood, 

To greet her father with her brother's blood, 610 

Prepar'd hie head, to ftep, with dire affright, 

A parent's fpeed, and to afiurt her flight. 

Yet Caefar, that unequal arms might ceafe, 
Sufpends his fury, and eflays a peace. . 
A herald from the king is fent, t* affuagc 6x5 

His rebel fervants, and upbraid their rage, 
And in their abfent Tyrant's name t' enquire 
The fecret author of this kindled five. 
But, fcornful of reproach, th* audacious 
The facred laws of nations overthrew, 6ao 

\nd for his fpeech the royal envoy AW< 
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Inhuman deed ! that fwells the guilty fcore 
Of ./Egypt's monfters, well increased before. 
Not Theflaly, not Juba's favage train, 
Pharnaces' impious troops, not cruel Spain, 6*5 

Nor Pontus, nor the Syrtes* barbarous land, 
Dar'd an attempt like this voluptuous band. 

Th' attack is form'd, the palace clofely pent * 
Huge javelins to the fliaken walls are fcnt, 
A ftofm of flying fpears 5 yet from below 630 

No battering rams refiftlefs drive the blow, 
No engine *s brought, no fires 5 the giddy croud 
In parties roam, and with brute clamours loud, 
In feveral bands their wafted ftrength divide, 
And here and there to force an entrance try'd $635 
In vain, for Fortune fights dn Cssfar's fide* 
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Then, where the palace 'midft furrounding waves 
Projects luxuriant, and their fury braves, 
The (hips too their united force apply, 
And fwiftly hurl the naval war on high. 640 

Yet, prefent every where with fword or fire, 
Caefar th' approaches guards, and makes the foes re- 

tire. 
T'o all by turns he brings fuccefsful aids, 
Xraverts the war, and, though befieg'd, invades. 
£3~*rebafts, and torches dreft with un&uous fpoil 645 
Cff tar combudible, and frying oil, 
££.Jndled'he launched agaihft the fleet 5 nor flow 
*X~2* C catching flames inveft the (mouldering tow. 

X 3 The 
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The pitchy planks their crackling prey become ; 
The painted fterns, and rowers feats confume. 65 
There, hulks half- burnt fink in the main ; and here, 
Arms on the waves and drowning men appear. - 

Nor thus fufhVd, the flames from thence afpire, 
And feize the buildings with contagious fire. 
Swift o'er the roofs by winds increased, they fly ; 655 
So (hooting meteors blaze dlong the fk'y, 
And lead their wandering courfe with fudden glare, 
By fulpburous atoms fed in fields of thinneft air. 

Affrighted crouds the growing ruin view j 
To fave the city from the fiege they flew, . 66m 

When C#£ar, wont the lucky hour to chufe. , 
Of fudtien chance in war, and wifely ufe, 
Loft not in flothful reft the favouring night, 
But fliippM his men, and fudden took his flight. 
Pharos he feizM, an ifland heretofore, 665 

When prophet Proteus JEgjypt's fceptre bore, 
Now by a chain of moles contiguous to the fliore. 
Here Caefar's arms a double ufe obtain ; 
Hence from the ftraiten'd foe he bars the main, 
While to his friends th' important harbour lies 670 
A fafe retreat, and open to fupplies. 
Nor longer now the doom fufpended (land?, 
Which Juftice on Pothinus* guilt demands. 
Yet not as guilt, unmatched like his, requires, 
Not by the (hameful crofs, or torturing fires, 675 
Nor torn by ravenous beafts, the howling wretch 
expires. 
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The fword diflionourM did his head divide, 

And by a fate like Rome's beft Ton he dy'd. 

Arfinoe now, by well -concerted fnares 

'Scap'd from the palace, to the foe repairs 5 680 

The trufty Ganymede aflifts her flight. 

Then o'er the camp (he claimed a fovereign's right 1 

Her brother abfent, (he afiumes the fword. 

And frees the tyrant from his houfliold lord 5 

By her juft hand Achillas meets his fate, 6S5 

Rebel accurs'd ! in blood and mifchief great t 

Another vi&im, Pompey, to thy (hade; 

But think not yet the full atonement made, 

Though Egypt's king, though all the royal line 

Should fall, thy murmuring ghoft would dill repine; 

Still unreveng'd thy murder would remain. 

Till Cse&r's purple life the fenate's fwordi (hall (lain. 

Nor does the f welling tempeft yet fubfide. 
The chief remov'd that did its fury guide, 
To the fame charge bold Ganymede fucceeds, 695 
Profperous awhile in many hardy deeds. 
So long th* event of war in balance lay, 
So great the dangers of that doubtful day, > 
That Caefar from that day alone might claim 
Immortal wreaths, and all the warrior's fame. ' 700 

Now while to quit the ftraiten'd mole he drove, 
And to the vacant (hips the fight remove, 
War's utmoft terrors prefs on every fide % 
Jkfore the ftrand befieging navies ride { 

X 4 Behir 
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Behind, the troops advance. No way is feen 705 

T* efcape> or fcarce a glorious death to win. 

No room with /laughter *d foes to ftrew the plain, 

And bravely fall amidft a pile of flain. 

A captive to the place he now appears, 

Doubtfiil if death mould move his hope, or fears* 7x0 

In this diftrefs a fudden thought infpir'd 

His hardy breaft, by great examples nVd ; 

Bold Scacva's a&ion he to mind recalls, 

And glory won near fam'd Dyrrachium's walls j 

Where, whilft his men a doubtful fight maintain, 715 

And Pompey ftrove the batter'd works to gain, 

Amidft a field of foes, that hemm'd him round, 

Alone the brave Centurion kept his ground. 



• # * Here the original poem breaks off abruptly, 
having been left unfiniflred by the author. 
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